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THE LEGACY OF CAIN, 

iTtrjit $moti: 1858— 1859. 

EVENTS IN THE PRISON, RELATED BY THE GOVERNOR. 

CHAPTEE I. 

THE GOVEENOK EXPLAINS. 

At the request of a person who has claims on me that I 
must not disown, I consent to look back through a long 
interval of years, and to describe events which took place 
within the walls of an English prison during the earlier 
period of my appointment as Governor. 

Viewing my task by the light which later experience 
casts on it, I think I shall act wisely by exercising some 
control over the freedom of my pen. 

I propose to pass over in silence the name of the town 
in which is situated the prison once confided to my care. 
I shall observe a similar discretion in alluding to indi- 
viduals — some dead, some living, at the present time. 

Being obliged to write ol a woman who deservedly 
suffered the extreme penalty of the law, I think she will 
be sufficiently identified if I call her The Prisoner. Of 
the four persons present on the evening before her execu- 
tion, three may be distinguished one from the other by 
allusion to their vocations in life. I here introduce them 
as The Chaplain, The Minister, and The Doctor. The 
fourth was a young woman, She has no claim on my 
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consideration; and, when she is mentioned, her name 
may appear. If these reserves excite suspicion, I declare 
beforehand that they influence in no way the sense of 
responsibility which commands an honest man to speak 
the truth. 



CHAPTEK II. 

THE MUBDEBESS ASKS QUESTIONS. 

The first of the events which I must now relate was the 
conviction of The Prisoner for the murder of her husband. _ 

They had lived together in matrimony for little more' 
than two years. The husband, a gentleman by birth and 
education, had mortally offended his relations by marry- 
ing a woman in an inferior rank of life. He was fast de- 
clining into a state of poverty, through his own reckless 
extravagance, at the time when he met with his death at 
his wife's hand. 

Without attempting to excuse him, he deserved, to my 
mind, some tribute of regret. It is not to be denied that 
he was profligate in his habits and violent in his temper. 
But it is equally true that he was affectionate in the 
domestic circle, and, when moved by wisely-applied 
remonstrance, sincerely penitent for sins committed 
under temptation that overpowered him. If his wife had 
killed him in a fit of jealous rage — under provocation, be 
it remembered, which the witnesses proved — she might 
have been convicted of manslaughter, and might have 
received a light sentence. But the evidence so undeniably 
revealed deliberate and merciless premeditation, that the 
only defence attempted by her counsel was madness, and 
the only alternative left to a righteous jury was a verdict 
which condemned the woman to death. Those mischiev- 
ous members of the community, whose topsy-turvy 
sympathies feel for the living criminal and forget the 
dead victim, attempted to save her by means of high- 
flown petitions and contemptible correspondence in the 
newspapers. But the Judge held firm ; and the Home 
Secretary held firm. They were entirely right ; and the 
public were scandalously wrong. 
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Our Chaplain endeavoured to offer the consolations of 
religion to the condemned wretch. She refused to accept 
his ministrations in language which filled him with grief 
and horror. 

On the evening before the execution, the reverend 
gentleman laid on my table his own written report of a 
conversation which had passed between the Prisoner and 
himself. 

' I see some hope, sir,' he said, ' of inclining the heart 
of this woman to religious belief, before it is too late. 
Will you read my report, and say if you agree with me ?' 

I read it, of course. It was called ' A Memorandum,' 
and was thus written : 

' At his last interview with the Prisoner, the Chaplain 
asked her if she had ever entered a place of public 
worship. She replied that she had occasionally attended 
the services at a Congregational Church in this town ; 
attracted by the reputation of the Minister as a preacher. 
" He entirely failed to make a Christian of me," she said ; 
" but I was struck by his eloquence. Besides, he in- 
terested me personally — he was a fine man." 

' In the dreadful situation in which the woman was 
placed, such language as this shocked the Chaplain ; he 
appealed in vain to the Prisoner's sense of propriety 
" You don't understand women," she answered. " The 
greatest saint of my sex that ever lived likes to look at a 
preacher as well as to hear him. If he is an agreeable 
man, he has all the greater effect on her. This preacher's 
voice told me he was kind-hearted ; and I had only to 
look at his beautiful eyes to see that he was trustworthy 
and true." 

' It was useless to repeat a protest which had already 
failed. Eecklessly and flippantly as she had described it, 
an impression had been produced on her. It occurred to 
the Chaplain that he might at least make the attempt to 
turn this result to her own religious advantage. He 
asked whether she would receive the Minister, if the 
reverend gentleman came to the prison. " That will 
depend," she said, " on whether you answer some ques- 
tions which I want to put to you first." The Chaplain 
consented ; provided always that he could reply with 

1-2 
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propriety to what she asked of him. Her first question 
only related to himself. 

' She said : " The women who watch me tell me that 
you are a widower, and have a family of children. Is 
that true ?" 

' The Chaplain answered that it was quite true. 

' She alluded next to a report, current in the town, that 
the Minister had resigned the pastorate. Being person- 
ally acquainted with him, the Chaplain was able to inform 
her that his resignation had not yet been accepted. On 
hearing this, she seemed to gather confidence. Her next 
inquiries succeeded each other rapidly, as follows : 

' " Is my handsome preacher married ?" 

'"Yes." 

' " Has he got any children?" 

' " He has never had any children." 

' " How long has he been married ?" 

' " As well as I know, about seven or eight years." 

' " "What sort of woman is his wife ?" 

' " A lady universally respected." 

' " I don't care whether she is respected or not. Is she 
kind ?" 

* " Certainly !" 

• " Is her husband well off?" 

* " He has a sufficient income." 

1 After that reply, the Prisoner's curiosity appeared to 
be satisfied. She said, " Bring your friend the preacher 
to me, if you like" — and there it ended. 

' What her object could have been in putting these 
questions, it seems to be impossible to guess. Having 
accurately reported all that took place, the Chaplain 
declares, with heartfelt regret, that he can exert no 
religious influence over this obdurate woman. He leaves 
it to the Governor to decide whether the Minister of the 
Congregational Church may not succeed, where the 
Chaplain of the Gaol has failed. Herein is the one last 
hope of saving the soul of the Prisoner, now under 
sentence of death !' 

In those serious words the Memorandum ended. 

Although not personally acquainted with the Minister 
I had heard of him, on all sides, as an excellent man. 



THE CHILD APPEARS. § 

In the emergency that confronted us he had, as it seemed 
to me, his own sacred right to enter the prison ; assum- 
ing that he was willing to accept, what I myself felt to 
be, a very serious responsibility. The first necessity was 
to discover whether we might hope to obtain his services. 
"With my full approval the Chaplain left me, to state the 
circumstances to his reverend colleague. 



CHAPTEB III. 

TIIE CHILD APPEAUS. 

During- my friend's absence, my attention was claimed 
by a sad incident — not unforeseen. 

It is, I suppose, generally known that near relatives 
are admitted to take their leave of criminals condemned 
to death. In the case of the Prisoner now waiting for 
execution, no person applied to the authorities for per- 
mission to see her. I myself inquired if she had any 
relations living, and if she would like to see them. She 
answered : ' None that I care to see, or that care to see 
me — except the nearest relation of ahV 

In those last words the miserable creature alluded to 
her only child, a little girl (an infant, I should say), who 
had passed her first year's birthday by a few months. 
The farewell interview was to take place on the mother's 
last evening on earth ; and the child was now brought 
into my rooms, in charge of her nurse. 

I had seldom seen a brighter or prettier little girl. She 
was just able to walk alone, and to enjoy the first delight 
of moving from one place to another. Quite of her own 
accord she came to me, attracted I dare say by the 
glitter of my watch-chain. Helping her to climb on my 
knee, I showed the wonders of the watch, and held it to 
her ear. At that past time, death had taken my good 
wife from me ; my two boys were away at Harrow 
School ; my domestic life was the life of a lonely man. 
Whether I was reminded of the bygone days when my 
sons were infants on my knee, listening to the ticking of 
my watch — or whether the friendless position of the poor 
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little creature, who had lost one parent and was soon to 
lose the other by a violent death, moved me in depths of 
pity not easily reached in my later experience — I am not 
able to say. This only I know : my heart ached for the 
child while she was laughing and listening ; and some- 
thing fell from me on the watch which I don't deny might 
have been a tear. A few of the toys, mostly broken now, 
which my two children used to play with are still in my 
possession ; kept, like my poor wife's favourite jewels, for 
old remembrance' sake. These I took from their^ re- 
pository when the attraction of my watch showed signs 
of failing. The child pounced on them with her chubby 
hands, and screamed with pleasure. And the hangman 
was waiting for her mother — and, more horrid still, the 
mother deserved it ! 

My duty required me to let the Prisoner know that her 
little daughter had arrived. Did that heart of iron melt 
at last ? It might have been so, or it might not ; the 
message sent back kept her secret. All that it said to me 
was : ' Let the child wait till I send for her.' 

The Minister had consented to help us. On his arrival 
at the prison, I received him privately in my study. 

I had only to look at his face — pitiably pale and 
agitated — to see that he was a sensitive man, not always 
able to control his nerves on occasions which tried his 
moral courage. A kind, I might almost say a noble face, 
and a voice unaffectedly persuasive, at once prepossessed 
me in his favour. The few words of welcome that I spoke 
were intended to compose him. They failed to produce 
the impression on which I had counted. 

' My experience,' he said, ' has included many melan- 
choly duties, and has tried my composure in many 
terrible scenes ; but I have never yet found myself in the 
presence of an unrepentant criminal, sentenced to death 
— and that criminal a woman and a mother. I own, sir, 
that I am shaken by the prospect before me.' 

I suggested that he should wait awhile, in the hope 
that time and quiet might help him. He thanked me, 
and refused. 

' If I have any knowledge of myself,' he said, ' terrors 
of anticipation lose their hold when I am face to face 
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with a serious call on me. The longer I remain here, the 
less worthy I shall appear of the trust that has been 
placed in me— the trust which, please God, I mean to 
deserve.' 

My own observation of human nature told me that this 
was wisely said. I led the way at once to the cell. 



CHAPTEE IV. 

THE MINISTER SAYS YES. 

The Prisoner was seated on her bed, quietly talking with 
the woman appointed to watch her. When she rose to 
receive us, I saw the Minister start. The face that con- 
fronted him would, in my opinion, have taken any man 
by surprise, if he had first happened to see it within the 
walls of a prison. 

Visitors to the picture-galleries of Italy, growing weary 
of Holy Families in endless succession, observe that the 
idea of the Madonna, among the rank and file of Italian 
Painters, is limited to one changeless and familiar type. 
I can hardly hope to be believed when I say that the 
personal appearance of the murderess recalled that type. 
She presented the delicate light hair, the quiet eyes, the 
finely-shaped lower features, and the correctly oval form 
of face, repeated in hundreds on hundreds of the conven- 
tional works of Art to which I have ventured to allude. 
To those who doubt me, I can only declare that what I 
have here written is undisguised and absolute truth. 
Let me add that daily observation of all classes of 
criminals, extending over many years, has considerably 
diminished my faith in physiognomy as a safe guide to 
the discovery of character. Nervous trepidation looks 
like guilt. Guilt, firmly sustained by insensibility, looks 
like innocence. One of the vilest wretches ever placed 
under my charge won the sympathies (while he was 
waiting for his trial) of every person who saw him, in- 
cluding even the persons employed in the prison. Only 
the other day, ladies and gentlemen coming to visit me 
passed a body of men at work on the road Judges o* 
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physiognomy among them were horrified at the criminal 
atrocity betrayed in every face that they noticed. They 
condoled with me on the near neighbourhood of so many 
convicts to my official place of residence. I looked out 
of the window, and saw a group of honest labourers 
(whose only crime was poverty) employed by the parish ! 

Having instructed the female warder to leave the room 
— but to take care that she waited within call — I looked 
again at the Minister. 

Confronted by the serious responsibility that he had 
undertaken, he justified what he had said to me. Still 
pale, still distressed, he was now nevertheless master of 
himself. I turned to the door to leave him alone with 
the Prisoner. She called me back. 

' Before this gentleman tries to convert me,' she said, 
' I want you to wait here and be a witness.' 

Finding that we were both willing to comply with this 
request, she addressed herself directly to the Minister. 
' Suppose I promise to listen to your exhortations,' she 
Ivgan, ' what do you promise to do for me in return?' 

The voice in which she spoke to him was steady and 
clear ; a marked contrast to the tremulous earnestness 
with which he answered her. 

' I promise to urge you to repentance and the confession 
of your crime. I promise to implore the divine blessing 
on me in the effort to save your poor guilty soul.' 

She looked at him, and listened to him, as if he was 
speaking to her in an unknown tongue, and went on with 
what she had to say as quietly as ever. 

' "When I am hanged to-morrow, suppose I die without 
confessing, without repenting — are you one of those who 
believe I shall be doomed to eternal punishment in 
another life ?' 

' I believe in the mercy of God."' 

' Answer my question, if you please. Is an impenitent 
sinner eternally punished ? Do you believe that ?' 

' My Bible leaves me no other alternative.' 

She paused for awhile, evidently considering with 
special attention what she was about to say next. 

' As a religious man,' she resumed, 'would you ba 
willing to make some sacrifice, rather than let a fellow- 
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creature go — after a disgraceful death — to everlasting 
torment ?' 

' I know of no sacrifice in my power,' he said fervently, 
' to which I would not rather submit, than let you die in 
the present dreadful state of your mind.' 

Tiie Prisoner turned to me. ' Is the person who 
watches me waiting outside ?' 

'Yes.' 

• Will you be so kind as to call her in ? I have a 
message for her.' 

It was plain that she had been leading the way to the 
delivery of that message, whatever it might be, in all that 
she had said up to the present time. So far my poor 
powers of penetration helped me, and no farther. 

The warder appeared, and received her message. ' Tell 
the woman who has come here with my little girl that I 
want to see the child.'; 

Taken completely by surprise, I signed to the attendant 
to wait for further instructions. 

In a moment more, I had sufficiently recovered 
myself to see the impropriety of permitting any obstacle 
to interpose between the Minister and his errand of 
mercy. I gently reminded the Prisoner that she would 
have a later opportunity of seeing her child. ' Your first 
duty,' I told her, ' is to hear and to take to heart what 
the clergyman has to say to you.' 

For the second time I attempted to leave the cell. For 
the second time this impenetrable woman called me back. 

' Take the parson away with you,' she said. ' I refuse 
to listen to him.' 

The patient Minister yielded, and appealed to me to 
follow his example. I reluctantly sanctioned the delivery 
of the message. 

After a brief interval the child was brought to us, tired 
and sleepy. For a while the nurse roused her by setting 
her on her feet. She happened to notice the Minister first. 
Her bright eyes rested on him, gravely wondering. He 
kissed her, and, after a momentary hesitation, gave her 
to her mother. The horror of the situation over-powered 
him : he turned his face away from us. I understood 
what he felt ; he almost overthrew my own self-command. 
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The Prisoner spoke to the nurse in no friendly tone : 
' You can go.' 

The nurse turned to me, ostentatiously ignoring the 
words that had been addressed to her. ' Am I to go, sir, 
or to stay ?' I suggested that she should return to the 
waiting-room. She returned at once, in silence. The 
Prisoner looked after her as she went out, with such an 
expression of hatred in her eyes that the Minister 
noticed it. 

' What has that person done to offend you ?' he 
asked. 

' She is the last person in the whole world whom I 
should have chosen to take care of my child, if the power 
of choosing had been mine. But I have been in prison, 
without a living creature to represent me or to take my 
part. No more of that ; my troubles will be over in a few 
hours more. I want you to look at my little girl, whose 
troubles are all to come. Do you call her pretty ? Do 
you feel interested in her ?' 

The sorrow a pity in his face answered for him. 

Quietly sleeping, the poor baby rested on her mother's 
bosom. Was the heart of the murderess softened by the 
divine influence of maternal love? The bands that held 
the child trembled a little. For the first time, it seemed 
to cost her an effort to compose herself, before she could 
speak to the Minister again. 

' When I die to-morrow,' she said, ' I leave my child 
helpless and friendless — disgraced by her mother's 
shameful death. The workhouse may take her — or a 
charitable asylum may take her.' She paused ; a first 
tinge of colour rose on her pale face ; she broke into an 
outburst of rage. ' Think of my daughter being brought 
up by charity ! She may suffer poverty, she may be 
treated with contempt, she may be employed by brutal 
people in menial work. I can't endure it ; it maddens 
me. If she is not saved from that wretched fate, I shall 
die despairing, I shall die cursing ' 

The Minister sternly stopped her before she could say 
the next word. To my astonishment she appeared to be 
humbled, to be even ashamed : she asked his pardon : 
' Forgive me ; I won't forget myself again. They tell ma 
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you have no children of your own. Is that a sorrow to 
you and your wife ?' 

Her altered tone touched him. He answered sadly 
and kindly : ' It is the one sorrow of our lives.' 

The purpose which she had been keeping in view from 
the moment when the Minister entered her cell was no 
mystery now. Ought I to have interfered? Let me 
confess a weakness, unworthy perhaps of my office. I 
was so sorry for the child — I hesitated. 

My silence encouraged the mother. She advanced to 
the Minister with the sleeping infant in her arms. 

' I dare say you have sometimes thought of adopting a 
child?' she said. 'Perhaps you can guess now what I 
had in my mind, when I asked if you would consent to a 
sacrifice ? Will you take this wretched innocent little 
creature home with youV' She lost her self-possession 
once more. ' A motherless creature to-morrow,' she 
burst out. ' Think of that.' 

God knows how I still shrunk from it ! But there was 
no alternative now ; I was bound to remember my duty 
to the excellent man, whose critical position at that 
moment was, in some degree at least, due to my hesita- 
tion in asserting my authority. Could I allow the 
Prisoner to presume on his compassionate nature, and to 
hurry him into a decision which, in his calmer moments, 
he might find reason to regret ? I spoke to Mm. Does 
the man live who — having to say what I had to say — - 
could have spoken to the doomed mother ? 

' I am sorry to have allowed this to go on,' I said. 
' In justice to yourself, sir, don't answer !' 

She turned on me with a look of fury. 

' He shall answer,' she cried. 

I saw, or thought I saw, signs of yielding in his face. 
' Take time,' I persisted — ' take time to consider before 
you decide.' 

She stepped up to me. 

' Take time?' she repeated. 'Are you inhuman enough 
to talk of time, in my presence?' 

She laid the sleeping child on her bed, and fell on her 
knees before the Minister : ' I promise to hear your ex- 
hortations—I promise to do all a woman can to believe 
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and repent. Oh, I know myself ! My heart, onea 
hardened, is a heart that no human creature cau touch. 
The one way to my better nature — if I have a better 
nature — is through that poor babe. Save her from the 
workhouse ! Don't let them make a pauper of her !' She 
sank prostrate at his feet, and beat her hands in frenzy 
on the floor. ' You want to save my guilty soul,' she 
reminded him furiously. ' There's but one way of doiug 
it. Save my child ! ' 

He raised her. Her fierce tearless eyes questioned his 
face in a mute expectation dreadful to see. Suddenly, a 
foretaste of death — the death that was so near now ! — 
struck her with a shivering fit : her head dropped on the 
Minister's shoulder. Other men might have shrunk from 
the contact of it. That true Christian let it rest. 

Under the maddening sting of suspense, her sinking 
energies rallied for an instant. In a whisper, she was 
just able to put the supreme question to him. 

'Yes? or No?' 

He answered : ' Yes.' 

A faint breath of relief, just audible in the silence, told 
me that she had heard him. It was her last effort. He 
laid her, insensible, on the bed, by the side of her 
sleeping child. ' Look at them,' was all he said to me ; 
' how could I refuse ?' 



CHAPTEE V. 

MISS CHANCE ASSEET8 HERSELF. 

The services of our medical officer were required, in order 
to hasten the recovery of the Prisoner's senses. 

When the Doctor and I left the cell together, she was 
composed, and ready (in the performance of her promise) 
to listen to the exhortations of the Minister. The sleeping 
child was left undisturbed, by the mother's desire. If 
the Minister felt tempted to regret what he had done, 
there was the artless influence which would check him ! 
As we stepped into the corridor, I gave the female warder 
her instructions to remain on the watch, and to return to 
her post when she saw the Minister come out. 
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In the meantime, my companion had walked on a 
little way. 

Possessed of ability and experience within the limits 
of his profession, he was in other respects a man with a 
crotchety mind ; bold to the verge of recklessness in the 
expression of his opinion ; and possessed of a command 
of language that carried everything before it. Let me 
add that he was just and merciful in his intercourse with 
others, and I shall have summed him up fairly enough. 
When I joined him, he seemed to be absorbed in 
reflection. 

' Thinking of the Prisoner ?' I said. 

' Thinking of what is going on, at this moment, in the 
condemned cell,' he answered, ' and wondering if any 
good will come of it.' 

I was not without hope of a good result, and I said so. 

The Doctor disagreed with me. ' I don't believe in 
that woman's penitence,' he remarked ; ' and I look upon 
the parson as a poor weak creature. What is to become 
of the child ?' 

There was no reason for concealing from one of my 
colleagues the benevolent decision, on the part of the 
good Minister, of which I had been a witness. The 
Doctor listened to me with the first appearance of down- 
right astonishment that I had ever observed in his face. 
When I had done, he made an extraordinary reply : 

' Governor, I retract what I said of the parson just 
now. He is one of the boldest men that ever stepped 
into a pulpit.' 

Was the Doctor in earnest ? Strongly in earnest ; 
there could be no doubt of it. Before I could ask him 
what he meant, he was called away to a patient on the 
other side of the prison. When we parted at the door 
of my room, I made it a request that my medical friend 
would return to me and explain what he had just said. 

' Considering that you are the governor of a prison,' he 
replied, ' you are a singularly rash man. If I come back, 
how do you know I shall not bore you ?' 

' My rashness runs the risk of that,' I rejoined. 

' Tell me something, before I allow you to run your 
risk,' he said. ' Are you one of those people who think 
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that the tempers of children are formed by the accidental 
influences which happen to be about them ? Or do you 
agree with me that the tempers of children are inherited 
from their parents ?' 

The Doctor (as I concluded) was still strongly im- 
pressed by the Minister's resolution to adopt a child, 
whose wicked mother had committed the most atrocious 
of all crimes. Was some serious foreboding in secret 
possession of his mind ? My curiosity to hear him was 
now increased tenfold. I replied without hesitation : 

' I agree with you.' 

He looked at me with his sense of humour twinkling 
in his eyes. ' Do you know I rather expected that 
answer?' he said slily. ' All right. I'll come back.' 

Left by myself, I took up the day's newspaper. 

My attention waiidered ; my thoughts were in the cell 
with the Minister and the Prisoner. How would it end? 
Sometimes, I was inclined to doubt with the Doctor. 
Sometimes, I took refuge in my own more hopeful view. 
These idle reflections were agreeably interrupted by the 
appearance of my friend, the Chaplain. 

' You are always welcome,' I said; ' and doubly wel- 
come just now. I am feeling a little worried and anxious.' 

' And you are naturally,' the Chaplain added, ' not e,ii 
all disposed to receive a stranger ?' 

' Is the stranger a friend of yours?' I asked. 

' Oh no ! Having occasion, just now, to go into the 
waiting-room, I found a young woman there, who asked 
me if she could see you. She thinks you have forgotten 
her, and she is tired of waiting. I merely undertook, of 
course, to mention what she had said to me.' 

The nurse having been in this way recalled to my 
memory. I felt some little interest in seeing her, after 
what had passed in the cell. In plainer words, I was 
desirous of judging for myself whether she deserved the 
hostile feeling which the Prisoner had shown towards 
her. I thanked the Chaplain before he left me, and gave 
the servant the necessary instructions. When she en- 
tered the room, I looked at the woman attentively for the 
first time. 

Youth and a fine complexion, a well-made figure and a 
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natural grace of movement — these were her personal at- 
tractions, so far as I could see. Her defects were, to my 
mind, equally noticeable. Under a heavy forehead, her 
pieicing eyes looked out at persons and things with an 
expression which was not to my taste. Her large mouth 
— another defect, in my opinion — would have been re- 
commended to mercy, in the estimation of many men, 
by her magnificent teeth ; white, well shaped, cruelly 
regular. Believers in physiognomy might perhaps have 
seen the betrayal of an obstinate nature in the lengthy 
firmness of her chin. While I am trying to describe her, 
let me not forget her dress. A woman's dress is the 
mirror in which we may see the reflection of a woman's 
nature. Beaijjng in mind the melancholy and impressive 
circumstances under which she had brought the child to 
the prison, the gaiety of colour in her gown and her 
bonnet implied either a total want of feeling, or a total 
want of tact. As to her position in life, let me confess 
that I felt, after a closer examination, at a loss to deter- 
mine it. She was certainly not a lady. The Prisoner 
had spoken of her as if she was a domestic servant who 
had forfeited her right to consideration and respect. And 
she had entered the prison, as a nurse might have entered 
it, in charge of a child. I did what we all do when we 
are not clever enough to find the answer to a riddle — I 
gave it up. 

' What can I do for you ?' I asked. 

' Perhaps you can tell me,' she answered, ' how much 
longer I am to be kept waiting in this prison.' 

' The decision,' I reminded her, ' doesn't depend on me.' 

' Then who does it depend on ?' 

The Minister had undoubtedly acquired the sole right 
of deciding. It was for him to say whether this woman 
should, or should not, remain in attendance on the child 
whom he had adopted. In the meanwhile, the feeling of 
distrust which was gaining on my mind warned me to 
remember the value of reserve in holding intercourse 
with a stranger. 

She seemed to be irritated by my silence. ' If the de- 
cision doesn't rest with you," she asked, ' why did you 
tell me to stay in the waiting-room ?' 
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' You brought the little girl into the prison,' I said ; 
' was it not natural to suppose that your mistress might 
want you ' 

' Stop, sir !' 

I bad evidently given offence ; I stopped directly. 

' No person on the face of the earth,' she declared 
loftily, ' has ever had the right to call herself my mistress. 
Of my own free will, sir, I took charge of the child.' 

' Because you are fond of her ?' I suggested. 

' I hate her.' 

It was unwise on my part — I protested. ' Hate a 
baby, little more than a year old !' I said. 

' Her baby !' 

She said it with the air of a woman who had produced 
an unanswerable reason. ' I am accountable to nobody,' 
she went on. ' If I consented to trouble myself with 
the child, it was in remembrance of my friendship — 
notice, if you please, that I say friendship — with the un- 
happy father.' 

Putting together what I had just heard, and what I 
had seen in the cell, I drew the right conclusion at last. 
The woman, whose position in life had been thus far an 
impenetrable mystery to me, now stood revealed as one, 
among other objects of the Prisoner's jealousy, during 
her disastrous married life. A serious doubt occurred to 
me as to the authority under which the husband's mis- 
tress might be acting, after the husband's death. I in- 
stantly put it to the test. 

' Do I understand you to assert any claim to the child ? 
I asked. 

' Claim?' she repeated. ' I know no more of the child 
than you do. I heard for the first time that such a 
creature was in existence, when her murdered father 
sent for me in his dying moments. At his entreaty I 
promised to take care of her, while her vile mother was 
out of the house and in the hands of the law. My 
promise has been performed. If I am expected (having 
brought her to the prison) to take her away again, un- 
derstand this : I am under no obligation (even if I could 
afford it) to burden myself with that child ; I shall hand 
her oyer to the workhouse authorities.' 
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I forgot myself once more — I lost my temper. 

' Leave the room !' I said. ' Your unworthy hands 
will not touch the poor baby again. She is provided 
for.' 

' I don't believe you !' the wretch burst out. ' Who 
has taken the child ?' 

A quiet voice answered : ' I have taken her.' 

We both looked round and saw the Minister standing 
in the open doorway, with the child in his arms. The 
ordeal that he had gone through in the condemned cell 
was visible in his face ; he looked miserably haggard and 
broken. I was eager to know if his merciful interest in 
the Prisoner had purified her guilty soul — but at the 
same time I was afraid, after what he had but too plainly 
suffered, to ask him to enter into details. 

' Only one word,' I said. ' Are your anxieties at 
rest ?' 

' God's mercy has helped me,' he answered. ' I have 
not spoken in vain. She believes ; she repents ; she has 
confessed the crime.' 

After handing the written and signed confession to me, 
he approached the venomous creature, still lingering in 
the room to hear what passed between us. Before I 
could stop him, he spoke to her, under a natural im- 
pression that he was addressing the Prisoner's servant. 

' I am afraid you will be disappointed,' he said, ' when 
I tell you that your services will no longer be required, 
I have reasons for placing the child under the care of a 
nurse of my own choosing.' 

She listened with an evil smile. 

' I know who furnished you with your reasons,' she 
answered. ' Apologies are quite needless, so far as I am 
concerned. If you had proposed to me to look after the 
new member of your family there, I should have felt it 
my duty to myself to have refused. I am not a nurse — 
I am an independent single lady. I see by your dress 
that you are a clergyman ; allow me to present myself as 
a mark of respect to your cloth. I am Miss Elizabeth 
Chance. May I ask the favour of your name?' 

Too weary and too preoccupied to notice the insolence 
of her manner, the Minister mentioned his name. ' I am 

2 
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anxious/ he said, ' to know if the child has been bap- 
tized. Perhaps you can enlighten me ?' 

Still insolent, Miss Elizabeth Chance shook her head 
carelessly. ' I never heard — and, to tell you the truth, 
I never cared to hear — whether she was christened or 
not. Call her by what name you like, I can tell you this 
— you will find your adopted daughter a heavy handful.' 

The Minister turned to me. ' What does she mean ?' 

' I will try to tell you,' Miss Chance interposed. 
' Being a clergyman, you know who Deborah was ? 
Very well. I am Deborah now ; and I prophesy.' She 
pointed to the child. ' Eemember what I say, reverend 
sir ! You will find the tigress-cub take after its mother.' 

With those parting words, she favoured us with a low 
curtsey, and left the room. 



CHAPTEE VI. 

THE DOCTOR DOUBTS. 

The Minister looked at me in an absent manner ; his at- 
tention seemed to have been wandering. ' What was it 
Miss Chance said ?' he asked. 

Before I could speak, a friend's voice at the door in- 
terrupted us. The Doctor, returning to me as he had 
promised, answered the Minister's question in these 
words : 

' I must have passed the person you mention, sir, as I 
was coming in here ; and I heard her say: " You will 
find the tigress-cub take after its mother." If she had 
known how to put her meaning into good English, Miss 
Chance — that is the name you mentioned, I think — 
might have told you that the vices of the parents are in- 
herited by the children. And the one particular parent 
she had in her mind,' the Doctor continued, gently 
patting the child's cheek, ' was no doubt the mother of 
this unfortunate little creature — who may, or may not, 
live to show you that she comes of a bad stock and in- 
herits a wicked nature.' 

I was on the point of protesting against my friend's 
interpretation, when the Minister stopped me. 
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1 Let me thank you, sir, for your explanation,' he said 
to the Doctor. ' As soon as my mind is free, I will re- 
flect on what you have said. Forgive me, Mr. Governor,' 
he went on, ' if I leave you, now that I have placed the 
Prisoner's confession in your hands. It has been an 
effort to me to say the little I have said, since I first 
entered this room. I can think of nothing but that un- 
happy criminal, and the death that she must die to- 
morrow.' 

' Does she wish you to be present ?' I asked. 

• She positively forbids it. " After what you have done 
for me," she said, " the least I can do in return is to pre- 
vent your being needlessly distressed." She took leave 
of me ; she kissed the little girl for the last time — oh, 
don't ask me to tell you about it ! I shall break down if I 
try. Come, my darling !' He kissed the child tenderly, 
and took her away with him. 

' That man is a strange compound of strength and 
weakness,' the Doctor remarked. ' Did you notice his 
face, just now? Nine men out of ten, suffering as he 
suffered, would have failed to control themselves. Such 
resolution as his may conquer the difficulties that are in 
store for him yet.' 

It was a trial of my temper to hear my clever colleague 
justifying, in this way, the ignorant prediction of an in- 
solent woman. 

' There are exceptions to all rules,' I insisted. ' And 
why are the virtues of the parents not just as likely to 
descend to the children as the vices ? There was a fund 
of good, I can tell you, in that poor baby's father — though 
I don't deny that he was a profligate man. And even 
the horrible mother — as you heard just now — has virtue 
enough left in her to feel grateful to the man who has 
taken care of her child. These are facts ; you can't dis- 
pute them.' 

The Doctor took out his pipe. ' Do you mind my 
smoking ?' he asked. ' Tobacco helps me to arrange my 
ideas.' 

I gave him the means of arranging his ideas ; that is 
to say, I gave him the match-box. He blew some pre- 
liminary clouds of smo!;i> — nud than he answered me : 



29- THE LEGACY OF CAIN, 

' For twenty years past, my friend, I have been study- 
ing the question of hereditary transmission of qualities ; 
and I have found vices and diseases, descending more fre- 
quently to children than virtue and health. I don't stop 
to ask why : there is no end to that sort of curiosity. 
What I have observed is what I tell you ; no more and 
no less. You will say this is a horribly discouraging 
result of experience, for it tends to show that children 
come into the world at a disadvantage on the day of their 
birth. Of course they do. Children are born deformed ; 
children are born deaf, dumb, or blind ; children are born 
with the seeds in them of deadly diseases. Who can 
account for the cruelties of creation? Why are we 
endowed with life — only to end in death ? And does it 
ever strike you, when you are cutting your mutton at 
dinner, and your cat is catching its mouse, and your 
spider is suffocating its fly, that we are all, big and little 
together, born to one certain inheritance — the privilege 
of eating each other ?' 

' Very sad,' I admitted. ' But it will all be set right 
in another world.' 

' Are you quite sure of that?' the Doctor asked. 

' Quite sure, thank God ! And it would be better for 
you if you felt about it as I do.' 

' We won't dispute, my dear Governor. I don't scoff 
at comforting hopes ; I don't deny the existence of occa- 
sional compensations. But I do see, nevertheless, that 
Evil has got the upper hand among us, on this curious 
little planet. Judging by my observation and experience, 
that ill-fated baby's chance of inheriting the virtues of 
her parents is not to be compared with her chances of in- 
heriting their vices ; especially if she happens to take 
after her mother. There, the virtue is not conspicuous, 
and the vice is one enormous fact. W 7 hen I think of the 
growth of that poisonous hereditary taint, which may 
come with time — when I think of passions let loose and 
temptations lying in ambush — I see the smooth surface 
of the Minister's domestic life with dangers lurking' under 
it which make me shake in my shoes. God ! what a life 
I should lead, if I happened to be in his place, some years 
hence, suppose I said or did something (in the just eser- 
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cise of my parental authority) which offended my adopted 
daughter. What figure would rise from the dead in my 
memory, when the girl bounced out of the room in a rage ? 
The image of her mother would be the image I should 
see. I should remember what her mother did when she 
was provoked ; I should lock my bedroom-door, in my 
own house, at night. I should come down to breakfast 
with suspicions in my cup of tea, if I discovered that my 
adopted daughter had poured it out. Oh, yes ; it's quite 
true that I might be doing the girl a cruel injustice all 
the time ; but how am I to be sure of that ? I am only 
sure that her mother was hanged for one of the most 
merciless murders committed in our time. Pass the 
match-box. My pipe's out, and my confession of faith 
has come to an end.' 

It was useless to dispute with a man who possessed his 
command of language. At the same time, there was a 
bright side to the poor Minister's prospects which the 
Doctor had failed to see. It was barely possible that I 
might succeed in putting my positive friend in the wrong. 
I tried the experiment, at any rate. 

' You seem to have forgotten,' I reminded him, ' that 
the child will have every advantage that education can 
offer to her, and will be accustomed from her earliest 
years to restraining and purifying influences, in a clergy- 
man's household.' 

Now that he was enjoying the fumes of tobacco, the 
Doctor was as placid and sweet-tempered as a man could 
be. 

' Quite true,' he said. 

' Do you doubt the influence of religion ?' I asked 
sternly. 

He answered sweetly : ' Not at all.' 

' Or the influence of kindness ?' 

' Oh dear, no !' 

' Or the force of example ?' 

' I wouldn't deny it for the world.' 

I had not expected this extraordinary docility. The 
Doctor had got the upper hand of me again — a state of 
things that I might have found it hard to endure, but for 
a call of duty which put an end to our sitting. 0"? of 
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the female warders appeared with a message from the 
condemned cell. The Prisoner wished to see the 
Governor and the Medical Officer. 
' Is she ill ?' the Doctor inquired. 
• No, sir.' 

' Hysterical ? or agitated, perhaps ?' 
' As easy and composed, sir, as a person can be.' 
We set forth together for the condemned cell. 



CHAPTEE VII. 

THE MURDERESS CONSULTS THE AUTHORITIES. 

There was a considerate side to my friend's character, 
which showed itself when the warder had left us. 

He was especially anxious to be careful of what he 
said to a woman in the Prisoner's terrible situation ; 
especially in the event of her having been really subjected 
to the influence of religious belief. On the Minister's 
own authority, I declared that there was every reason to 
adopt this conclusion ; and in support of what I had said 
I showed him the confession. It only contained a few 
lines, acknowledging that she had committed the murder, 
and that she deserved her sentence. ' From the plan- 
ning of the crime to the commission of the crime, I was 
in my right senses throughout. I knew what I was 
doing.' With that remarkable disavowal of the defence 
set up by her advocate, the confession ended. 

My colleague read the paper, and handed it back to 
me without making any remark. I asked if he sus- 
pected the Prisoner of feigning conversion to please the 
Minister. 

' She shall not discover it,' he answered gravely, ' if 
I do.' 

It would not be true to say that the Doctor's obstinacy 
had shaken my belief in the good result of the Minister's 
interference. I may, however, acknowledge that I felt 
some misgivings, which were not dispelled when I found 
myself in the presence of the Prisoner. 

I had expected to see her employed in reading the 
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Bible. The good book was closed and was not even 
placed within her reach. The occupation to which she 
was devoting herself astonished and repelled me. 

Some carelessness on the part of the attendant had 
left on the table the writing materials that had been 
needed for her confession. She was using them now — 
when death on the scaffold was literally within a few 
hours of her — to sketch a portrait of the female warder, 
who was on the watch ! The Doctor and I looked at 
each other ; and now the sincerity of her repentance was 
something that I began to question too. 

She laid down the pen, and proceeded quietly to explain 
herself. 

' Even the little time that is left to me proves to be a 
weary time to get through,' she said. 'I am making a 
last use of the talent for drawing and catching a likeness, 
which has been one of my gifts since I was a girl. You 
look as if you didn't approve of such employment as this 
for a woman who is going to be hanged. Well, sir, I 
have no doubt you are right.' She paused, and tore up 
the portrait. ' If I have misbehaved myself,' she resumed, 
' I make amends. To find you in an indulgent frame of 
mind is of importance to me just now. I have a favour 
to ask of you. May the warder leave the cell for a few 
minutes ?' 

Giving the woman permission to withdraw for awhile, 
I waited with some anxiety to hear what the Prisoner 
wanted of me. 

' I have something to say to you,' she proceeded, ' on 
the subject of executions. The face of a person who is 
going to be hanged is hidden, as I have been told, by a 
white cap drawn over it. Is that true?' 

How another man might have felt, in my place, I can- 
not, of course, say. To my mind, such a question — on 
her lips — was too shocking to be answered in words. I 
bowed. 

' And the body is buried,' she went on, ' in the 
prison ?' 

I could remain silent no longer. ' Is there no human 
feeling left in you ?' I burst out. ' What do these horrid 
questions mean V 
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' Don't be angry with rae, sir ; you shall hear directly. 
I want to know first if I am to be buried in the prison ?' 

I replied as before, by a bow. 

' Now,' she said, ' I may tell you what I mean. In 
the autumn of last year I was taken to see some wax- 
works. Portraits of criminals were among them. There 
Was one portrait ' She hesitated ; her infernal self- 
possession failed her at last. The colour left her face ; 
she was no longer able to look at me firmly. ' There 
was one portrait,' she resumed, ' that had been taken 
after the execution. The face was so hideous ; it was 
swollen to such a size in its frightful deformity — oh, sir, 
don't let me be seen in that state, even by the strangers 
who bury me ! Use your influence — forbid them to take 
the cap off my face when I am dead — order them to bury 
me in it, and I swear to you I'll meet death to-morrow 
as coolly as the boldest man that ever mounted the 
scaffold !' Before I could stop her, she seized me by 
the hand, and wrung it with a furious power that left the 
mark of her grasp on me, in a bruise, for days afterwards. 
' Will you do it ?' she cried. ' You're an honourable 
man ; you will keep your word. Give me your promise !' 

I gave her my promise. 

The relief to her tortured spirit expressed itself horribly 
in a burst of frantic laughter. ' I can't help it,' she 
gasped ; ' I'm so happy.' 

My enemies said of me, when I got my appointment, 
that I was too excitable a man to be governor of a prison. 
Perhaps they were not altogether wrong. Anyhow, the 
quick-witted Doctor saw some change in me, which I was 
not aware of myself. He took my arm, and led me out 
of the cell. 'Leave her to me,' he whispered. 'The 
fine edge of my nerves was worn off long ago in the 
hospital.' 

When we met again, I asked what had passed between 
the Prisoner and himself. 

' I gave her time to recover,' he told me ; ' and, except 
that she looked a little paler than usual, there was no 
trace left of the frenzy that you remember. " I ought to 
apologize for troubling you," she said ; " but it is perhaps 
natural that I should think, now and then, of what is to 
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happen to me to-morrow morning. As a medical man, 
you will be able to enlighten me. Is death by hanging a 
painful death ?" She had put it so politely that I felt 
bound to answer her. "If the neck happens to be broken," 
I said, "hanging is a sudden death ; fright and pain (if 
there is any pain) are both over in an instant. As to the 
other form of death which is also possible (I mean death by 
suffocation), I must own as an honest man that I know 
no more about it than you do." After considering a little, 
she made a sensible remark, and followed it by an 
embarrassing request. " A great deal," she said, " must 
depend on the executioner. I am not afraid of death, 
Doctor. Why should I be ? My anxiety about my little 
girl is set at rest ; I have nothing left to live for. But I 
don't like pain. Would you mind telling the executioner 
to be careful ? Or would it be better if I spoke to him 
myself?" I said I thought it would come with a better 
grace from herself. She understood me directly ; and we 
dropped the subject. Are you surprised at her coolness, 
after your experience of her ?' 

I confessed that I was surprised. 

' Think a little,' the Doctor said. ' The one sensitive 
place in that woman's nature is the place occupied by her 
self-esteem.' 

I objected to this that she had shown fondness for her 
child. 

My friend disposed of the objection with his customary 
readiness. 

' The maternal instinct,' he said. ' A cat is fond of her 
kittens ; a cow is fond of her calf. No, sir, the one cause 
of that outbreak of passion which so shocked you — a 
genuine outbreak, beyond all doubt — is to be found in the 
vanity of a fine feminine creature, overpowered by a 
horror of looking hideous, even after her death. Do you 
know I rather like that woman ?' 

' Is it possible that you are in earnest ?' I asked. 

' I know as well as you do,' he answered, ' that this is 
neither a time nor a place for jesting. The fact is, the 
Prisoner carries out an idea of mine. It is my positive 
conviction that the worst murders— I mean murders de- 
liberately planned — are committed by persons absolutely 
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deficient in that part of the moral organization which 
feels. The night before they are hanged they sleep. On 
their last morning they eat a breakfast. Incapable of 
realizing the horror of murder, they are incapable of 
realizing the horror of death. Do you remember the last 
murderer who was hanged here — a gentleman's coachman 
who killed his wife ? He had but two anxieties while he 
was waiting for execution. One was to get his allowance 
of beer doubled, and the other was to be hanged in his 
coachman's livery. No ! no ! these wretches are all 
alike ; they are human creatures born with the tempera- 
ments of tigers. Take my word for it, we need feel no 
anxiety about to-morrow. The Prisoner will face the 
crowd round the scaffold with composure ; and the people 
will say, " She died game-i" ' 



CHAPTEE VIII. 

THE MINISTER SAYS GOOD-BYE. 

The Capital Punishment of the Prisoner is in no respect 
connected with my purpose in writing the present narra- 
tive. Neither do I desire to darken these pages by 
describing in detail an act of righteous retribution which 
must present, by the nature of it, a scene of horror. For 
these reasons I ask to be excused, if I limit what I must 
needs say of the execution within the compass of a few 
words — and pass on. 

The one self-possessed person among us was the 
miserable woman who suffered the penalty of death. 

Not very discreetly, as I think, the Chaplain asked her 
if she had truly repented. She answered : ' I have 
confessed the crime, sir. What more do you want?' To 
my mind — still hesitating between the view that believes 
with the Minister, and the view that doubts with the 
Doctor — this reply leaves a way open to hope of her 
salvation. Her last words to me, as she mounted the 
Bteps of the scaffold, were : ' Eemember your promise.' 
It was easy for me to be true to my word. At that bygone 
time, no difficulties were placed in my way by such 
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precautions as are now observed in the conduct of execu- 
tions within the walls of the prison. From the time of 
her death to the time of her burial, no living creature saw 
her face. She rests, veiled in her prison grave. 

Let me now turn to living interests, and to scenes 
removed from the thunder-clouds of crime. 



On the next day I received a visit from the Minister. 

His first words entreated me not to allude to the 
terrible event of the previous day. 'I cannot escape 
thinking of it,' he said, ' but I may avoid speaking of it.' 
This seemed to me to be the misplaced confidence of a 
weak man in the refuge of silence. By way of changing 
the subject, I spoke of the child. There would be serious 
difficulties to contend with (as I ventured to suggest), if 
he remained in the town, and allowed his new responsi- 
bilities to become the subject of public talk. 

His reply to this agreeably surprised me. There were 
no difficulties to be feared. 

The state of his wife's health had obliged him (acting 
under medical advice) to try the influence of her native 
air. An interval of some months might elapse before the 
good effect of the change had sufficiently declared itself ; 
and a return to the peculiar climate of the town might 
bring on a relapse. There had consequently been no 
alternative but to resign his charge. Only on that day 
the resignation had been accepted — with expressions of 
regret sincerely reciprocated by himself. He proposed to 
leave the town immediately ; and one of the objects of 
his visit was to bid me good-bye. 

' The next place I live in,' he said, ' will be more than 
a hundred miles away. At that distance 1 may hope to 
keep events concealed which must be known only to our- 
selves. So far as I can see, there are no risks of discovery 
lurking in this place. My servants (only two in number) 
have both been born here, and have both told my wife 
that they have no wish to go away. As to the person 
who introduced herself to me by the name of Miss Chance, 
she was traced to the railway-station yesterday afternoon, 
and took her ticket for London.' 
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I congratulated the Minister on the good fortune which 
had befriended him, so far. 

' You will understand how carefully I have provided 
against being deceived,' he continued, ' when I tell you 
what my plans are. The persons among whom my future 
lot is cast— and the child herself, of course— must never 
suspect that the new member of my family is other than 
my own daughter. This is deceit, I admit ; but it is 
deceit that injures no one. I hope you see the necessity 
for it, as I do.' 

There could be no doubt of the necessity. 

If the child was described as adopted, there would be 
curiosity about the circumstances, and inquiries relating 
to the parents. Prevaricating replies lead to suspicion, 
and suspicion to discovery. But for the wise course 
which the Minister had decided on taking, the poor child's 
life might have been darkened by the horror of the 
mother's crime, and the infamy of the mother's death. 

Having quieted my friend's needless scruples by this 
perfectly sincere expression of opinion, I ventured to 
approach the central figure in his domestic circle, by 
means of a question relating to his wife. How had that 
lady received the unfortunate little creature, for whose 
appearance on the home-scene she must have been en- 
tirely unprepared ? 

The Minister's manner showed some embarrassment ; 
he prefaced what he had to tell me with praises of his 
wife, equally creditable no doubt to both of them. The 
beauty of the child, the pretty ways of the child, he said, 
fascinated the admirable woman at first sight. It was 
not to be denied that she had felt, and had expressed, 
misgivings, on being informed of the circumstances under 
which the Minister's act of mercy had been performed. 
But her mind was too well balanced to incline to this 
state of feeling, when her husband had addressed her in 
defence of his conduct. She then understood that the 
true merit of a good action consisted in patiently facing 
the sacrifices involved. Her interest in the new daughter 
being, in this way, ennobled by a sense of Christian duty, 
there had been no further difference of opinion between 
the married pair, 
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I listened to this plausible explanation with interest, 
but at the same time, with doubts of the lasting nature 
of the lady's submission to circumstances ; suggested, 
perhaps, by the constraint in the Minister's manner. It 
was well for both of us when we changed the subject. 
He reminded me of the discouraging view which the 
Doctor had taken of the prospect before him. 

' I will not attempt to decide whether your friend is 
right or wrong,' he said. ' Trusting, as I do, in the 
mercy of God, I look hopefully to a future time when all 
that is brightest and best in the nature of my adopted 
child will be developed under my fostering care. If evil 
tendencies show themselves, my reliance will be con- 
fidently placed on pious example, on religious instruction, 
and, above all, on intercession by prayer. Eepeat to 
your friend,' he concluded, ' what you have just heard 
me say. Let him ask himself if he could confront the 
uncertain future with my cheerful submission and my 
steadfast hope.' 

He entrusted me with that message, and gave me his 
hand. So we parted. 

I agreed with him, I admired him ; but my faith 
seemed to want sustaining power, as compared with 
his faith. On his own showing (as it appeared to me), 
there would be two forces in a state of conflict in the 
child's nature as she grew up — inherited evil against in- 
culcated good. Try as I might, I failed to feel the 
Minister's comforting conviction as to which of the two 
would win. 



CHAPTEB IX. 

THE GOVERNOR RECEIVES A VISIT. 

A few days after the good man had left us, I met with a 
serious accident, caused by a false step on the stone stairs 
of the prison. 

The long illness which followed this misfortune, and 
my removal afterwards (in the interests of my recovery) 
to a milder climate than the climate of England, obliged 
me to confide the duties of governor of the prison to a 
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representative. I was absent from my post for rather 
more than a year. During this interval no news reached 
me from my reverend friend. 

Having returned to the duties of my office, I thought 
of writing to the Minister. While the proposed letter 
was still in contemplation, I was informed that a lady 
wished to see me. She sent in her card. My visitor 
proved to be the Minister's wife. 

I observed her with no ordinary attention when she 
entered the room. 

Her dress was simple ; her scanty light hair, so far as 
I could see it under her bonnet, was dressed with taste. 
The paleness of her lips, and the faded colour in her face, 
suggested that she was certainly not in good health. 
Two peculiarities struck me in her personal appearance. 
I never remembered having seen any other person with 
such a singularly narrow and slanting forehead as this 
lady presented ; and I was impressed, not at all agree- 
ably, by the flashing shifting expression in her eyes. On 
the other hand, let me own that I was powerfully at- 
tracted and interested by the beauty of her voice. Its 
fine variety of compass, and its musical resonance of 
tone, fell with such enchantment on the ear, that I should 
have liked to put a book of poetry into her hand, and to 
have heard her read it in summer-time, accompanied by 
the music of a rocky stream. 

The object of her visit — so far as she explained it at 
the outset — appeared to be to offer her congratulations 
on my recovery, and to tell me that her husband had as- 
sumed the charge of a church, in a large town not far 
from her birthplace. 

Even those commonplace words were made interesting 
by her delicious voice. But however sensitive to sweet 
sounds a man may be, there are limits to his capacity 
for deceiving himself — especially when he happens to be 
enlightened by experience of humanity within the walls 
of a prison. I had, it may be remembered, already 
doubted the lady's good temper, judging from her hus- 
band's over-wrought description of hw virtues. Her 
eyes looked at me furtively ; and her manner, gracefully 
self-possessed as it was, suggested that she had some- 
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thing of a delicate, or disagreeable, nature to say to me, 
and that she was at a loss how to approach the subject 
so as to produce the right impression on my mind at the 
outset. There was a momentary silence between us. 
For the sake of saying something, I asked how she and 
the Minister liked their new place of residence. 

' Our new place of residence,' she answered, ' has been 
made interesting by a very unexpected event — an event 
(how shall I describe it ?) which has increased our happi- 
ness and enlarged our family circle.' 

There she stopped; expecting me, as I fancied, to 
guess what she meant. A woman, and that woman a 
mother, might have fulfilled her anticipations. A man, 
and that man not listening attentively, was simply 
puzzled. 

' Pray excuse my stupidity,' I said ; ' I don't quite 
understand you.' 

The lady's temper looked at me out of the lady's 
shifting eyes, and hid itself again in a moment. She 
set herself right in my estimation by taking the whole 
blame of our little misunderstanding on her own innocent 
shoulders. 

' I ought to have spoken more plainly,' she said. ' Let 
me try what I can do now. After many years of dis- 
appointment in my married life, it has pleased Providence 
to bestow on me the happiness — the inexpressible happi- 
ness — of being a mother. My baby is a sweet little girl; 
and my one regret is that I cannot nurse her myself.' 

My languid interest in the Minister's wife was not 
stimulated by the announcement of this domestic event. 

I felt no wish to see the ' sweet little girl ;' I was not 
even reminded of another example of long-deferred 
maternity, which had occurred within the limits of my 
own family circle. All my sympathies attached them- 
selves to the sad little figure of the adopted child. I re- 
membered the poor baby on my knee, enchanted by the 
ticking of my watch — I thought of her, peacefully and 
prettily asleep under the horrid shelter of the condemned 
cell — and it is hardly too much to say that my heart was 
heavy, when I compared her prospects with the prospects 
of her baby-rival. Kind as he was, conscientious as he 
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was, could the Minister be expected to admit to an equal 
share in his love the child endeared to him as a father, 
and the child who merely reminded him of an act of 
mercy ? As for his wife, it seemed the merest waste of 
time to put her state of feeling (placed between the two 
children) to the test of inquiry. I tried the useless ex- 
periment, nevertheless. 

' It is pleasant to think,' I began, ' that your other 
daughter ' 

She interrupted me, with the utmost gentleness : ' Do 
you mean the child that my husband was foolish enough 
to adopt ?' 

' Say rather fortunate enough to adopt,' I persisted. 
' As your own little girl grows up, she will want a play- 
fellow. And she will find a playfellow in that other 
child, whom the good Minister has taken for his own.' 

' No, my dear sir — not if I can prevent it.' 

The contrast between the cruelty of her intention, and 
the musical beauty of the voice which politely expressed 
it in those words, really startled me. I was at a loss 
how to answer her, at the very time when I ought to 
have been most ready to speak. 

' You must surely understand,' she went on, ' that we 
don't want another person's child, now we have a little 
darling of our own ?' 

' Does your husband agree with you in that view ?' I 
asked. 

' Oh dear, no ! He said what you said just now, and 
(oddly enough) almost in the same words. But I don't 
at all despair of persuading him to change his mind — and 
you can help me.' 

She made that audacious assertion with such an appear- 
ance of feeling perfectly sure of me, that my politeness 
gave way under the strain laid on it. ' What do you 
mean ?' I asked sharply. 

Not in the least impressed by my change of manner, 
she took from the pocket of her dress a printed paper. 
' You will find what I mean there,' she replied — and put 
the paper into my hand. 

It was an appeil to the charitable public, occasioned 
by the enlargement of an orphan-asylum, with which I 
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had been connected for many years. What she meant 
was plain enough now. I said nothing : I only looked 
at her. 

Pleased to find that I was clever enough to guess what 
she meant, on this occasion, the Minister's wife informed 
me that the circumstances were all in our favour. She 
still persisted in taking me into partnership — the circum- 
stances were in our favour. 

' In two years more,' she explained, ' the child of that 
detestable creature who was hanged — do you know, I 
cannot even look at the little wretch without thinking of 
the gallows ? — will be old enough (with your interest 
to help us) to be received into the asylum. What a 
relief it will be to get rid of that child ! And how hard 
I shall work at canvassing for subscribers' votes ! Your 
name will be a tower of strength when I use it as a 
reference. Pardon me — you are not looking so pleasantly 
as usual. Do you see some obstacles in our way ?' 

' I see two obstacles.' 

' What can they possibly be ?' 

For the second time, my politeness gave way under the 
strain laid on it. ' You know perfectly well,' I said, 
' what one of the obstacles is.' 

' Am I to understand that you contemplate any serious 
resistance on the part of my husband ?' 

' Certainly !' 

She was unaffectedly amused by my simplicity. 

' Are you a single man?' she asked. 

' I am a widower.' 

' Then your experience ought to tell you that I know 
every weak point in the Minister's character. I can tell 
him, on your authority, that the hateful child will be 
placed in competent and kindly hands — and I have my 
own sweet baby to plead for me. With these advantages 
in my favour, do you actually suppose I can fail to make 
my way of thinking his way of thinking ? You must 
have forgotten your own married life ! Suppose we go 
on to the second of your two obstacles. I hope it will be 
better worth considering than the first.' 

' The second obstacle will not disappoint you,' I 
answered ; ' I am the obstacle, this time.' 

3 



34 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

' You refuse to help me ?' 

' Positively.' 

' Perhaps reflection may alter your resolution ?' 

' Eeflection will do nothing of the kind.' 

• You are rude, sir !' 

' In speaking to you, madam, I have no alternative but 
to speak plainly.' 

She rose. Her shifting eyes, for once, looked at me 
steadily. 

' What sort of enemy have I made of you?' she asked. 
' A passive enemy who is content with refusing to help 
me ? Or an active enemy who will write to my husband ?' 

' It depends entirely,' I told her, ' on what your 
husband does. If he questions me about you, I shall 
tell him the truth.' 

'And if not?' 

' In that case, I shall hope to forget that you ever 
favoured me with a visit.' 

In making this reply I was guiltless of any malicious 
intention. "What evil interpretation she placed on my 
words it is impossible for me to say ; I can only declare 
that some intolerable sense of injury hurried her into an 
outbreak of rage. Her voice, strained for the first time, 
lost its tuneful beauty of tone. 

' Come and see us in two years' time,' she burst out — 
' and discover the orphan of the gallows in our house if 
you can ! If your Asylum won't take her, some other 
Charity will. Ha, Mr. Governor, I deserve my dis- 
appointment ! I ought to have remembered that you 
are only a gaoler after all. And what is a gaoler? 
Proverbially a brute. Do you hear that ? A brute !' 

Her strength suddenly failed her. She dropped back 
into the chair from which she had risen, with a faint cry 
of pain. A ghastly pallor stole over her face. There 
was wine on the sideboard ; I filled a glass. She refused 
to take it. At that time in the day, the Doctor's duties 
required his attendance in the prison. I instantly sent 
for him. After a moment's look at her, he took the wine 
out of my hand, and held che glass to her lips. 

' Drink it,' he said. She still refused. ' Drink it,' he 
rsitsrated, ' or you will die.' 
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That frightened her ; she drank the wine. The Doctor 
waited for awhile with his fingers on her pulse. ' She 
will do now,' he said. 

' Can I go ?' she asked. 

' Go wherever you please, madam — so long as you 
don't go upstairs in a hurry.' 

She smiled : ' I understand you, sir — and thank you 
for your advice.' 

I asked the Doctor, when we were alone, what made 
him tell her not to go upstairs in a hurry. 

' What I felt,' he answered, ' when I had my fingers on 
her pulse. You heard her say that she understood me.' 

' Yes ; but I don't know what she meant.' 

' She meant, probably, that her own Doctor had 
warned her as I did.' 

' Something seriously wrong with her health ?' 

« Yes.' 

• What is it ?' 

•Heart.' 



CHAPTEE X. 

MISS CHANCE REAPPEARS. 

A week had passed, since the Minister's wife had left 
me, when I received a letter from the Minister himself. 

After surprising me, as he innocently supposed, by 
announcing the birth of his child, he mentioned some 
circumstances connected with that event, which I now 
heard for the first time. 

' Within an easy journey of the populous scene of my 
present labours,' he wrote, 'there is a secluded country 
village called Low Lanes. The rector of the place is my 
wife's brother. Before the birth of our infant, he had 
asked his sister to stay for awhile at his house ; and the 
doctor thought she might safely be allowed to accept the 
invitation. Through some error in the customary cal- 
culations, as I suppose, the child was born unexpectedly 
at the rectory ; and the ceremony of baptism was per- 
formed at the church, under circumstances which I am 
not able to relate within the limits of a letter. Let rne 

?— 2 
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only say that I allude to this incident without ally 
sectarian bitterness of feeling — for I am no enemy to the 
Church of England. You have no idea what treasures 
of virtue and treasures of beauty, maternity has revealed 
in my wife's sweet nature. Other mothers, in her proud 
position, might find their love cooling towards the poor 
child whom we have adopted. But my household is 
irradiated by the presence of an angel, who gives an equal 
share in her affections to the two little ones alike.' 

In this semi-hysterical style of writing, the poor man 
unconsciously told me how cunningly and how cruelly his 
wife was deceiving him. 

I longed to exhibit that wicked woman in her true 
character — but what could I do ? She must have been 
so favoured by circumstances as to be able to account for 
her absence from home, without exciting the slightest 
suspicion of the journey which she had really taken. If 
I declared in my reply to the Minister's letter that I had 
received her in my rooms, and if I repeated the con- 
versation that had taken place, what would the result be ? 
She would find an easy refuge iii positive denial of the 
truth — and, in that case, which of us would her in- 
fatuated husband believe ? 

The one part of the letter which I read with some 
satisfaction was the end of it. 

I was here informed that the Minister's plans for 
concealing the parentage of his adopted daughter had 
provtd to be entirely successful. The members of the 
new domestic household believed the two children to be 
infant-sisters. Neither was there any danger of the 
adopted child being identified (as the oldest child of the 
two) by consultation of the registers. 

Before he left our town, the Minister had seen for 
himself that no baptismal name had been added, after 
the birth of the daughter of the murderess had been 
registered, and that no entry of baptism existed in the 
registers kept in places of worship. He drew the infer- 
ence — in all probability a true inference, considering the 
characters of the parents — that the child had never been 
baptized ; and he performed the ceremony privately, 
abstaining, for obvious reasons, from adding her Christian 
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came to the imperfect register of her birth. ' I am not 
aware,' he wrote, ' whether I have, or have not, com- 
mitted an offence against the Law. In any case, I may 
hope to have made atonement by obedience to the 
Gospel.' 

Six weeks passed, and I heard from my reverend friend 
once more. 

His second letter presented a marked contrast to the 
first. It was written in sorrow and anxiety, to inform 
me of an alarming change for the worse in his wife's 
health. I showed the letter to my medical colleague. 
After reading it he predicted the event that might be 
expected, in two words : — Sudden death. 

On the next occasion when I heard from the Minister, 
the Doctor's grim reply proved to be a prophecy fulfilled. 

When we address expressions of condolence to bereaved 

friends, the principles of popular hypocrisy sanction 

indiscriminate lying as a duty which we owe to the dead 

— no matter what their lives may have been — because 

they are dead. Within my own little sphere, . I have 

always been silent, when I could not offer to afflicted 

persons expressions of sympathy which I honestly felt. 

To have condoled with the Minister on the loss that he 

had sustained by the death of a woman, self -betrayed to 

me as shamelessly deceitful, and pitilessly determined to 

reach her own cruel ends, would have been to degrade 

myself by telling a deliberate lie. I expressed in my 

answer all that an honest mail naturally feels, when he 

is writing to a friend in distress ; carefully abstaining 

from any allusion to the memory of his wife, or to the 

place which her death had left vacant in his household. 

My letter, I am sorry to say, disappointed and offended 

him. He wrote to me no more, until years had passed, 

and time had exerted its influence in producing a more 

indulgent frame of mind. These letters of a later date 

have been preserved, and will probably be used, at the 

right time, for purposes of explanation with which I may 

be connected in the future. 

****** 

The correspondent whom I had now lost was succeeded 
by a gentleman entirely unknown to me, 
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Those reasons which induced me to conceal the names 
of persons, while I was relating events in the prison, do 
not apply to correspondence with a stranger writing from 
another place. I may, therefore, mention that Mr. 
Dunboyne, of Fairmount, on the west coast of Ireland, 
was the writer of the letter now addressed to me. He 
proved, to my surprise, to be one of the relations, whom 
the Prisoner under sentence of death had not cared to 
see, when I offered her the opportunity of saying farewell. 
Mr. Dunboyne was a brother-in-law of the murderess. 
He had married her sister. 

His wife, he informed me, had died in child-birth, 
leaving him but one consolation — a boy, who already 
recalled all that was brightest and best in his lost mother. 
The father was naturally anxious that the son should 
never become acquainted with the disgrace that had 
befallen the family. 

The letter then proceeded in these terms : 

' I heard yesterday, for the first time, by means of an 
old newspaper-cutting sent to me by a friend, that the 
miserable woman who suffered the ignominy of public 
execution has left an infant child. Can you tell me what 
has become of the orphan ? If this little girl is, as I fear, 
not well provided for, I only do what my wife would have 
done if she had lived, by offering to make the child's 
welfare my especial care. I am willing to place her in 
an establishment well known to me, in which she will be 
kindly treated, well educated, and fitted to earn her own 
living honourably in later life. 

' If you feel some surprise at finding that my good 
intentions towards this ill-fated niece of mine do not go 
to the length of receiving her as a member of my own 
family, I beg to submit some considerations which may 
perhaps weigh with you as they have weighed with me. 

' In the first place, there is at least a possibility — 
however carefully I might try to conceal it — that the 
child's parentage would sooner or later be discovered. In 
the second place (and assuming that the parentage had 
been successfully concealed), if this girl and my boy grew 
up together, there is another possibility to be reckoned 
■with : they might become attached to each other. Does 
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the father live who would allow his son ignorantly to 
marry the daughter of a convicted murderess ? I should 
have no alternative but to part them cruelly by revealing 
the truth.' 

The letter ended with some complimentary expressions 
addressed to myself. And the question was : how ought 
I to answer it ? 

My correspondent had strongly impressed me in his 
favour; I could not doubt that he was an honourable 
man. But the interest of the Minister in keeping his 
own benevolent action secure from the risk of discovery — 
increased as that interest was by the filial relations of the 
two children towards him, now publicly established — had, 
as I could not doubt, the paramount claim on me. The 
absolutely safe course to take was to admit no one, friend 
or stranger, to our confidence. I replied, expressiug 
sincere admiration of Mr. Dunboyne's motives, and 
merely informing him that the child was already provided 
for. 

After that, I heard no more of the Irish gentleman. 

It is perhaps hardly necessary to add that I kept the 
Minister in ignorance of my correspondence with Mr. 
Dunboyne. I was too well acquainted with my friend's 
sensitive and self-tormenting nature to let him know that 
a relative of the murderess was living, and was aware 
that she had left a child. 

A last event remains to be related, before I close these 
pages. 

During the year of which I am now writing, our 
Chaplain added one more to the many examples that I 
have seen of his generous readiness to serve his friends. 
He had arranged to devote his annual leave of absence to 
a tour among the English Lakes, when he received a 
letter from a clergyman resident in London, whom he 
had known from the time when they had been school- 
fellows. This old friend wrote under circumstances of 
the severest domestic distress, wh:ca made it absolutely 
necessary that he should leave London for awhile. 
Having failed to find a representative who could relieve 
him of his clerical duties, he applied to the Chaplain to 
recommend a clergyman who might be in a position to 
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help him. My excellent colleague gave up his holiday- 
plans without hesitation, and went to London himself. 

On his return, I asked if he had seen anything of some 
acquaintances of his and of mine, who were then visitors 
to the metropolis. He smiled significantly when he 
answered me. 

' I have a card to deliver from an acquaintance whom 
you have not mentioned,' he said ; ' and I rather think it 
will astonish you.' 

It simply puzzled me. When he gave me the card, 
this is what I found printed on it : 

'Mrs. Tenbruggen (op South Beveland).' 

♦ Well ?' said the Chaplain. 

' Well,' I answered ; ' I never even heard of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen, of South Beveland. Who is she?' 

' I married the lady to a foreign gentleman, only last 
week, at my friend's church,' the Chaplain replied. 
' Perhaps you may remember her maiden name ?' 

He mentioned the name of the dangerous creature who 
had first presented herself to me, in charge of the 
Prisoner's child — otherwise Miss Elizabeth Chance. The 
reappearance of this woman on the scene — although she 
was only represented by her card — caused me a feeling of 
vague uneasiness, so contemptibly superstitious in its 
nature, that I now remember it with shame. I asked a 
stupid question : 

* How did it happen ?' 

'In the ordinary course of such things,' my friend said. 
' They were married by license, in their parish church. 
The bridegroom was a fine tall man, with a bold eye and 
a dashing manner. The bride and I recognised each 
other directly. When Miss Chance had become Mrs. 
Tenbruggen, she took me aside, and gave me her card. 
" Ask the Governor to accept it," she said, "in remem- 
brance of the time when he took me for a nursemaid. 
Tell him I am married to a Dutch gentleman of high 
family. If he ever comes to Holland, we shall be glad to 
see him in our residence at South Beveland." There is 
her message to you, repeated word for word.' 
' I am glad she is going to live out of England.' 
1 Why ? Surely you have no reason to fear her ?' 
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' None whatever.' 

' You are thinking perhaps of somebody else ?' 
I was thinking of the Minister ; but it seemed to be 
safest not to say so. 



My pen is laid aside, and my many pages of writing 
have been sent to their destination. What I undertook 
to do, is now done. To take a metaphor from the stage 
— the curtain falls here on the Governor and the Prison. 



£tcoirti $uto&: 1875. 

THE GIRLS AND THE JOURNALS 

CHAPTEE XI. 

Helena's diaet. 

We both said good-night, and went up to our room with 
a new object in view. By our father's advice we had 
resolved on keeping diaries, for the first time in our lives, 
and had pledged ourselves to begin before we went to 
bed. 

Slowly and silently and lazily, my sister sauntered to 
her end of the room, and seated herself at her writing- 
table. On the desk lay a nicely bound book, full of blank 
pages. The word ' Journal ' was printed on it in gold 
letters, and there was fitted to the covers a bright brass 
lock and key. A second journal, exactly similar in every 
respect to the first, was placed on the writing-table at my 
end of the room. I opened my book. The sight of the 
blank leaves irritated me ; they were so smooth, so spot- 
less, so entirely ready to do their duty. I took too deep 
a dip of ink, and began the first entry in my diary by 
making a blot. This was discouraging. I got up, and 
looked out of window. 

'Helena!' 

My sister's voice could hardly have addressed me in a 
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more weary tone, if her pen had been at work all night, 
relating domestic events. ' Well !' I said. 'What is it?' 

' Have yon done already ?' she asked. 

I showed her the blot. My sister Eunice (the strangest 
as well as the dearest of girls) always blurts out what she 
has in her mind at the time. She fixed her eyes gravely 
on my spoilt page, and said : ' That comforts me.' I 
crossed the room, and looked at her book. She had not 
even summoned energy enough to make a blot. ' What 
will Papa think of us,' she said, ' if we don't begin to- 
night ?' 

' Why not begin,' I suggested, ' by writing down what 
he said, when he gave us our journals? Those wise 
words of advice will be in their proper place on the first 
page of the new books.' 

Not at all a demonstrative girl naturally ; not ready 
with her tears, not liberal with her caresses, not fluent in 
her talk, Eunice was affected by my proposal in a manner 
wonderful to see. She suddenly developed into an 
excitable person — I declare she kissed me. ' Oh,' she 
burst out, ' how clever you are ! The very thing to write 
about ; I'll do it directly.' 

She really did it directly ; without once stopping to con- 
sider, without once waiting to ask my advice. Line 
after line, I heard her noisy pen hurrying to the bottom 
of a first page, and getting three-parts of the way towards 
the end of a second page, before she closed her diary. I 
reminded her that she had not turned the key, in the 
lock which was intended to keep her writing private. 

' It's not worth while,' she answered. ' Anybody who 
cares to do it may read what I write. Good-night.' 

The singular change which I had noticed in her began 
to disappear, when she set about her preparations for 
bed. I noticed the old easy indolent movements again, 
and that regular and deliberate method of brushing her 
hair, which I can never contemplate without feeling a 
stupefying influence that has helped me to many a 
delicious night's sleep. She said her prayers in her 
favourite corner of the room, and laid her head on the 
pillow with the luxurious lit design which announces that 
6he is falling asleep. This reappearance of her usual 
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habits was really a relief to me. Eunice in a state of 
excitement is Eunice exhibiting an unnatural spectacle. 

The next thing I did was to take the liberty which she 
had already sanctioned — I mean the liberty of reading 
what she had written. Here it is, copied exactly : 

' I am not half so fond of anybody as I am of Papa. 
He is always kind, he is always right. I love him, I love 
him, I love him. 

'But this is not how I meant to begin. I must tell how 
he talked to us ; I wish he was here to tell it himself. 

'He said to me: "You are getting lazier than ever, 
Eunice." He said to Helena : " You are feeling the 
influence of Eunice's example." He said to both of us : 
" You are too ready, my dear children, to sit with your 
hands on your laps, looking at nothing and thinking of 
nothing ; I want to try a new way of employing your 
leisure time." 

' He opened a parcel on the table. He made each of 
us a present of a beautiful book, called "Journal." He 
said : " When you have nothing to do, my dears, in the 
evening, employ yourselves in keeping a diary of the 
events of the day. It will be a useful record in many 
ways, and a good moral discipline for young girls." 
Helena said: "Oh, thank you 1" I said the same, but 
not so cheerfully. 

' The truth is, I feel out of spirits now if I think of 
Papa ; I am not easy in my mind about him. When he 
is very much interested, there is a quivering in his face 
which I don't remember in past times. He seems to 
have got older and thinner, all on a sudden. He shouts 
(which he never used to do) when he threatens sinners at 
sermon-time. Being in dreadful earnest about our souls, 
he is of course obliged to speak of the devil ; but he never 
used to hit the harmless pulpit cushion with his fist as he 
does now. Nobody seems to have seen these thing but 
me ; and now I have noticed them what ought I to do ? 
I don't know ; I am certain of nothing, except what I 
have put in at the top of page one : — I love him, I love 
him, I love him.' 

There this very curious entry ended. It was easy 
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enough to discover the influence which had made my 
slow-minded sister so ready with her memory and her 
pen — so ready, in short, to do anything and everything, 
provided her heart was in it, and her father was in it. 

But Eunice is wrong, let me tell her, in what she says 
of myself. 

I, too, have seen the sad change in my father ; but I 
happen to know that he dislikes having it spoken of at 
home, and I have kept my painful discoveries to myself. 
Unhappily, the best medical advice is beyond our reach. 
The one really competent doctor in this place is known 
to be an infidel. But for that shocking obstacle I might 
have persuaded my father to see him. As for the other 
two doctors whom he has consulted, at different times, 
one talked about suppressed gout, and the other told him 
to take a year's holiday and enjoy himself on the Con- 
tinent. 

The clock has just struck twelve. I have been writing 
and copying till my eyes are heavy, and I want to follow 
Eunice's example and sleep as soundly as she does. We 
have made a strange beginning of this journalizing 
experiment. I wonder how long it will go on, and what 
will come of it. 



SECOND DAT. 

I begin to be afraid that I am as stupid — no ; that is 
not a nice word to use — let me say, as simple as dear 
Eunice. A diary means a record of the events of the 
day ; and not one of the events of yesterday appears in 
my sister's journal or in mine. Well, it is easy to 
set that mistake right. Our lives are so dull (but I 
would not say so in my father's hearing, for the world) 
that the record of one day will be much the same as the 
record of another. 

After family prayers and breakfast I suffer my cus- 
tomary persecution at the hands of the cook. That is to 
say, I am obliged, being the housekeeper, to order what 
we have to eat. Oh, how I hate inventing dinners ! and 
how I admire the enviable slowness of mind and laziness 
pf body which have saved Eunice from undertaking the 
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tvorries of housekeeping in her turn ! She can go and 
work in her garden, while I am racking my invention to 
discover variety in dishes without over-stepping the limits 
of economy. I suppose I may confess it privately to 
myself — how sorry I am not to have been born a man ! 

My next employment leads me to my father's study, to 
write under his dictation. I don't complain of this ; it 
flatters my pride to feel that I am helping so great a 
man. At the same time, I do notice that here, again, 
Eunice's little defects have relieved her of another re- 
sponsibility. She can neither keep dictated words in 
her memory, nor has she ever been able to learn how to 
put in her stops. 

After the dictation, I have an hour's time left for prac- 
tising music. My sister comes in from the garden, with 
her pencil and paint-box, and practises drawing. Then 
we go out for a walk — a delightful walk, if my father 
goes too. He has something always new to tell us, sug- 
gested by what we pass on the way. Then, dinner-time 
comes — not always a pleasant part of the day to me. 
Sometimes I hear paternal complaints (always gentle 
complaints) of my housekeeping ; sometimes my sister 
(I won't say my greedy sister) tells me I have not given 
her enough to eat. Poor father ! Dear Eunice ! 

Dinner having reached its end, we stroll in the garden 
when the weather is fine. When it rains, we make 
flannel petticoats for poor old women. What a horrid 
thing old age is to look at ! To be ugly, to be helpless, 
to be miserably unfit for all the pleasures of life — I hope 
I shall not live to be an old woman. What would my 
father say if he saw this ? Eor his sake, to say nothing 
of my own feelings, I shall do well if I make it a custom 
to use the lock of my journal. 

Our next occupation is to join the Scripture class for 
girls, and to help the teacher. This is a good discipline 
for Eunice's temper, and — oh, I don't deny it ! — for my 
temper too. I may long to box the ears of the whole 
class, but it is my duty to keep a smiling face and to be a 
model of patience. From the Scripture class we some- 
times go to my father's lecture. At other times, we may 
amuse ourselves as well as we can till the tea is ready. 
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After tea we read books which instruct us, poetry and 

novels being forbidden. When we are tired of the books 

we talk. When supper is over, we have prayers again, 

and we go to bed. There is our day. Oh, dear me ! 

there is our day. 

****** 

And how has Eunice succeeded in her second attempt 
at keeping a diary ? Here is what she has written. It 
has one merit that nobody can deny — it is soon read : 

' I hope Papa will excuse me ; I have nothing to write 
about to-day.' 

Over and over again, I have tried to point out to my 
sister the absurdity of calling her father by the infantine 
nick-name of Papa. I have reminded her that she is 
(in years, at least) no longer a child. ' Why don't you 
call him father, as I do ?' I asked only the other day. 

She made an absurd reply : ' I used to call him Papa 
when I was a little girl.' 

' That,' I reminded her, ' doesn't justify you in calling 
him Papa now.' 

And she actually answered : ' Yes, it does.' What a 
strange state of mind I And what a charming girl, in 
spite of her mind ! 

THIED DAT. 

The morning post has brought with it a promise of 
some little variety in our lives — or, to speak more cor- 
rectly, in the life of my sister. 

Our new and nice friends, the Staveleys, have written 
to invite Eunice to pay them a visit at their house in 
London. I don't complain of being left at home. It 
would be unfilial indeed if we both of us forsook our 
father ; and last year it was my turn to receive the 
first invitation, and to enjoy the change of scene. The 
Staveleys are excellent people — strictly pious members 
of the Methodist Connexion — and exceedingly kind to 
my sister and me. But it was just as well for my moral 
welfare that I ended my visit to our friends when I did. 
With my fondness for music, I felt the temptation of the 
Evil One trying me, when I saw placards in the street 
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announcing that the Italian Opera was open. I had no 
wish to be a witness of the shameful and sinful dancing 
which goes on (I am told) at the opera ; but I did feel 
my principles shaken when I thought of the wonderful 
singers and the entrancing music. And this, when I knew 
what an atmosphere of wickedness people breathe who 
enter a theatre ! I reflect with horror on what might have 
happened if I had remained a little longer in London. 

Helping Eunice to pack up, I put her journal into the 
box. 

' You will find something to write about now,' I told 
her. * While I record everything that happens at home, 
you will keep your diary of all that you do in London, 
and when you come back we will show each other what 
we have written.' My sister is a dear creature. ' I 
don't feel sure of being able to do it,' she answered; 
' but I promise to try.' Good Eunice ! 



CHAPTER XII. 

EUNICE'S DIAEY. 

The air of London feels very heavy. There is a nasty 
smell of smoke in London. There are too many people 
in London. They seem to be mostly people in a hurry. 
The head of a country girl, when she goes into the streets, 
turns giddy — I suppose through not being used to the 
noise. 

I do hope that it is London that has put me out of 
temper. Otherwise, it must be I myself who am ill- 
tempered. I have not yet been one whole day in the 
Staveleys' house, and they have offended me already. I 
don't want Helena to hear of this from other people, and 
then to ask me why I concealed it from her. We are to 
read each other's journals when we are both at home 
again. Let her see what I have to say for myself here. 

There are seven Staveleys in all : Mr. and Mrs. (two) ; 
three young Masters (five) ; two young Misses (seven). 
An eldest Miss and the second young Master are the 
only ones at home at the present time. 

Mr., Mrs., and Miss kissed me when I arrived. Young 
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Master only shook hands. He looked as if he would 
have liked to kiss me too. Why shouldn't he ? It 
wouldn't have mattered. I don't myself like kissing. 
What is the use of it ? Where is the pleasure of it ? 

Mrs. was so glad to see me ; she took hold of me by 
both hands. She said : ' My dear child, you are im- 
proving. You were wretchedly thin when I saw you 
last. Now you are almost as well developed as your 
sister. I think you are prettier than your sister.' Mr. 
didn't agree to that. He and his wife began to dispute 
about me before my face. I do call that an aggravating 
thing to endure. 

Mr. said : ' She hasn't got her sister's pretty gray 
eyes.' 

Mrs. said : ' She has got pretty brown eyes, which are 
just as good.' 

Mr. said : ' You can't compare her complexion with 
Helena's.' 

Mrs. said : ' I like Eunice's pale complexion. So 
delicate.' 

Young Miss struck in : ' I admire Helena's hair — light 
brown.' 

Young Master took his turn : ' I prefer Eunice's hair 
— dark brown.' 

Mr. opened his great big mouth, and asked a question : 
' Which of you two sisters is the oldest ? I forget.' 

Mrs. answered for me : ' Helena is the oldest ; she 
told us so when she was here last.' 

I really could not stand that. ' You must be mistaken,' 
I burst out. 

' Certainly not, my dear.' 

' Then Helena was mistaken.' I was unwilling to say 
of my sister that she had been deceiving them, though it 
did seem only too likely. 

Mr. and Mrs. looked at each other. Mrs. said : ' You 
seem to be very positive, Eunice. Surely, Helena ought 
to know.' 

I said : ' Helena knows a good deal ; but she doesn't 
know which of us is the oldest of the two.' 

Mr. put in another question : ' Do you know ?' 

' No more than Helena does.' 
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Mrs. said : ' Don't you keep birthdays?' 

I said : ' Yes ; we keep both our birth days on the 
same day.' 

' On what day ?' 

' The first day of the New Year.' 

Mr. tried again : ' You can't possibly be twins ?' 

• I don't know.' 

' Perhaps Helena knows ?' 

' Not she !' 

Mrs. took the next question out of her husband's 
mouth : ' Come, come, my dear ! you must know how 
old you are.' 

' Yes ; I do know that. I'm eighteen.' 

' And how old is Helena ?' 

' Helena's eighteen.' 

Mrs. turned round to Mr. : ' Do you hear that !' 

Mr. said : ' I shall write to her fatber, and ask what it 
means.' 

I said : ' Papa will only tell you what he told us — 
years ago.' 

' What did your father say ?' 

' He said he bad added our two ages together, and he 
meant to divide the product between us. It's so long 
since, I don't remember what the product was then. 
But I'll tell you what the product is now. Our two ages 
come to thirty-six. Half thirty-six is eighteen. I get 
one half, and Helena gets the other. When we ask what 
it means, and when friends ask what it means, Papa has 
got the same answer for everybody, " I have my reasons." 
That's all he says — and that's all I say.' 

I had no intention of making Mr. angry, but he did 
get angry. He left off speaking to me by my Christian 
name ; he called me by my surname. He said : ' Let 
me tell you, Miss Gracedieu, it is not becoming in a 
young lady to mystify her elders.' 

I had heard that it was respectful in a young lady to 
call an old gentleman, Sir, and to say, If you please. I 
took care to be respectful now. ' If you please, sir, 
write to Papa. You will find that I have spoken the 
truth.' 

A woman opened the door, and said to Mrs. Staveley ; 

4 
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' Dinner, Ma'am.' That stopped this nasty exhibition of 
Our tempers. We had a very good dinner. 

****** 

The next day I wrote to Helena, asking her what she 
had really said to the Staveleys about her age and mine, 
and telling her what I bad said. I found it too great a 
trial of my patience to wait till she could see what I had 
written about the dispute in my journal. The days, 
since then, have passed, and I have been too lazy and 
stupid to keep my diary. 

To-day, it is different. My head is like a dark room 
with the light let into it. I remember things ; I think I 
can go on again. 

We have religious exercises in this house, morning and 
evening, just as we do at home. (Not to be compared with 
Papa's religious exercises.) Two days ago his answer 
came to Mr. Staveley's letter. He did just what I had 
expected — said I had spoken truly, and disappointed the 
family by asking to be excused if he refrained from en- 
tering into explanations. Mr. said : ' Very odd ;' and 
Mrs. agreed with him. Young Miss is not quite as 
friendly now, as she was at first. And young Master 
was impudent enough to ask me if ' I had got religion.' 
To conclude the list of my worries, I received an angry 
answer from Helena. ' Nobody but a simpleton,' she 
wrote, ' would have contradicted me as you did. Who 
but you could have failed to see that Papa's strange ob- 
jection to let it be known which of us is the elder makes 
us ridiculous before other people ? My presence of mind 
prevented that. You ought to have been grateful, and 
held your tongue.' Perhaps Helena is right — but I don't 
feel it so. 

On Sunday, we went to chapel twice. We also had a 
sermon read at home, and a cold dinner. In the evening, 
a hot dispute on religion between Mr. Staveley and his 
son. I don't blame them. After being pious all day 
long on Sunday, I have myself felt my piety give way 
towards evening. 

There is something pleasant in prospect for to-morrow. 
All London is going just now to the exhibition of pictures. 
We are going with all London. 

****** 
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I don't know what is the matter with me to-night. I 
have positively been to bed, without going to sleep ! 
After tossing and twisting and trying all sorts of positions, 
I am so angry with myself that I have got up again. 
Bather than do nothing, I have opened my ink-bottle, 
and I mean to go on with my journal. 

Now I think of it, it seems likely that the exhibition 
of works of art may have upset me. 

I found a dreadfully large number of pictures, matched 
by a dreadfully large number of people to look at them. 
It is not possible for me to write about what I saw : 
there was too much of it. Besides, the show disap- 
pointed me. I would rather write about a disagreement 
(oh, dear, another dispute !) I had with Mrs. Staveley. 
The cause of it was a famous artist ; not himself, but 
his works. He exhibited four pictures — what they call 
figure subjects. Mrs. Staveley had a pencil. At every 
one of the great man's four pictures, she made a big 
mark of admiration on her catalogue. At the fourth 
one, she spoke to me : ' Perfectly beautiful, Eunice, 
isn't it?' 

I said I didn't know. She said : ' You strange girl, 
what do you mean by that ?' 

It would have been rude not to have given the best 
answer I could find. I said : ' I never saw the flesh of 
any person's face like the flesh in the faces which that 
man paints. He reminds me of wax-work. Why does 
he paint the same waxy flesh in all four of his pictures ? 
I don't see the same coloured flesh in all the faces about 
us. Mrs. Staveley held up her hand, by way of stopping 
me. She said : ' Don't speak so loud, Eunice ; you are 
only exposing your own ignorance.' 

A voice behind us joined in. The voice said : ' Excuse 
me, Mrs. Staveley, if I expose my ignorance. I entirely 
agree with the young lady.' 

I felt grateful to the person who took my part, just 
when I was at a loss what to say for myself, and I looked 
round. The person was a young gentleman. 

He wore a beautiful blue frock-coat, buttoned up. I 
like a frock-coat to be buttoned up. He had light- 
coloured trousers and gray gloves and a pretty cane. I 

4—2 



5 2 THE LEG A CV OF CAIN. 

like light-coloured trousers and gray gloves and a pretty 
cane. What colour his eyes were is more than I can say ; 
I only know they made me hot when they looked at me. 
Not that I mind being made hot ; it is surely better 
than being made cold. He and Mrs. Staveley shook 
hands. 

They seemed to be old friends. I wished I had been 
an old friend — not for any bad reason, I hope. I only 
wanted to shake hands, too. What Mrs. Staveley said 
to him escaped me somehow. I think the picture escaped 
me also ; I don't remember noticing anything except the 
young gentleman, especially when he took off his hat to 
me. He looked at me twice before he went away. I 
got hot again. I said to Mrs. Staveley : ' Who is 
he?' 

She laughed at me. I said again : 'Who is he?' She 
said : ' He is young Mr. Dunboyne.' I said : ' Does he 
live in London?' She laughed again. I said again: 
' Does he live in London ?' She said : ' He is here for 
a holiday ; he lives with his father at Pairmount, in 
Ireland.' 

Young Mr. Dunboyne — here for a holiday — lives with 
his father at Eairmount in Ireland. I have said that to 
myself fifty times over. And here it is, saying itself for 
the fifty-first time in my Journal. I must indeed be a 
simpleton, as Helena says. I had better go to bed 
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Eunice's diary. 

Not long before I left home, I heard one of our two 
servants telling the other about a person who bad been 
' bewitched.' Are you bewitched when you don't under- 
stand your own self? That has been my curious case, 
since I returned from the picture-show. This morning I 
took my drawing materials out of my box, and tried to 
make a portrait of young Mr. Dunboyne from recollec- 
tion. I succeeded pretty well with his frock-coat and 
cane : but, try as I might, his face was beyond me. I 
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have never drawn anything so badly since I was a little 
girl ; I almost felt ready to cry. What a fool I am ! 

This morning I received a letter from Papa — it was in 
reply to a letter that I had written to him — so kind, so 
beautifully expressed, so like himself, that I felt inclined 
to send him a confession of the strange state of feeling 
that has come over me, and to ask him to comfort and 
advise me. On second thoughts I was afraid to do it. 
Afraid of Papa ! I am farther away from understanding 
myself than ever. 

Mr. Dunboyne paid us a visit in the afternoon. For- 
tunately, before we went out. 

I thought I would have a good look at him ; so as to 
know his face better than I had kuown it yet. Another 
disappointment was in store for me. Without intending 
it, I am sure, he did what no other young man has ever 
done — he made me feel confused. Instead of looking at 
him, I sat with my head down, and listened to his talk. 
His voice — this is high praise — reminded me of Papa's 
voice. It seemed to persuade me as Papa persuades his 
congregation. I felt quite at ease again. When he went 
away, we shook hands. He gave my hand a little squeeze. 
I gave him back the squeeze — without knowing why. 
When he was gone, I wished I had not done it — without 
knowing why, either. 

I heard his Christian name for the first time, to-day. 
Mrs. Staveley said to me : ' We are going to have a 
dinner-party. Shall I ask Philip Dunboyne ?' I said to 
Mrs. Staveley : ' Oh, do !' 

Sho is an old woman ; her eyes are dim. At times, 
she can look mischievous. She looked at me mischiev- 
ously, now. I wished I had not been so eager to have 
Mr. Dunboyne asked to dinner. A fear has come to me 
that I may have degraded myself. My spirits are de- 
pressed. This, as Papa tells us in his sermons, is a 
miserable world. I am sorry I accepted the Staveleys* 
invitation. I am sorry I went to see the pictures. When 
that young man comes to dinner, I shall say I have got a 
headache, and shall stop upstairs by myself. I don't 
think I like his Christian name. I hate London. I hate 
everybody. 
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What I wrote tip above, yesterday, is nonsense. I 
think his Christian name is perfect. I like London. I 
love everybody. 

He came to dinner to-day. I sat next to him. How 
beautiful a dress-coat is, and a white cravat ! We talked. 
He wanted to know what my Christian name was. I 
was so pleased when I found he was one of the few 
people who like it. His hair curls naturally. In colour, 
it is something between my hair and Helena's. He wears 
his beard. How manly ! It curls naturally, like his 
hair ; it smells deliciously of some perfume which is new 
to me. He has white hands ; his nails look as if he 
polished them ; I should like to polish my nails if I knew 
how. Whatever I said, he agreed with me ; I felt satis- 
fied with my own conversation, for the first time in my 
life. Helena won't find me a simpleton when I go home. 
What exquisite things dinner-parties are ! 

My sister told me (when we said good-bye) to be par- 
ticular in writing down my true opinion of the Staveleys. 
Helena wishes to compare what she thinks of them with 
what I think of them. 

My opinion of Mr. Staveley is — I don't like him. My 
opinion of Miss Staveley is — I can't endure her. As for 
Master Staveley, my clever sister will understand that he 
is beneath notice. But, oh, what a wonderful woman 
Mrs. Staveley is ! We went out together, after luncheon 
to-day, for a walk in Kensington Gardens. Never have 
I heard any conversation to compare with Mrs. Staveley's. 
Helena shall enjoy it here, at second hand. I am quite 
changed in two things. First : I think more of myself 
than I ever did before. Second : writing is no longer a 
difficulty to me. I could fill a hundred journals, without 
once stopping to think. 

Mrs. Staveley began nicely : ' I suppose, Eunice, you 
have often been told that you have a good figure, and 
that you walk well ?' 

I said : ' Helena thinks my figure is better than my 
face. But do I really walk well? Nobody ever told me 
that. 

She answered : ' Philip Dunboyne thinks so. He said 
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to me, ' I resist the temptation because I might be want- 
ing in respect if I gave way to it. But I should like to 
follow her when she goes out — merely for the pleasure of 
seeing her walk.'" 

I stood stock-still. I said nothing. When you are as 
proud as a peacock (which never happened to me before), 
I find you can't move and can't talk. You can only enjoy 
yourself. 

Kind Mrs. Staveley had more things to tell me. She 
said : ' I am interested in Philip. I lived near Fairmount 
in the time before I was married ; and in those days he 
was a child. I want him to marry a charming girl, and 
be happy.' 

What made me think directly of Miss Staveley? What 
made me mad to know if she was the charming girl? I 
was bold enough to ask the question. Mrs. Staveley 
turned to me with that mischievous look which I have 
noticed already. I felt as if I had been running at the 
top of my speed, and had not got my breath again, yet. 

But this good motherly friend set me at my ease. She 
explained herself: 'Philip is not much liked, poor fellow, 
in our house. My husband considers him to be weak and 
vain and fickle. And my daughter agrees with her father. 
There are times when she is barely civil to Philip. He is 
too good-natured to complain, but I see it. Tell me, my 
dear, do you like Philip ?' 

'Of course I do!' Out it came in those words, before I 
could stop it. Was there something unbecoming to a 
young lady in saying what I had just said? Mrs. Staveley 
seemed to be more amused than angry with me. She 
took my arm kindly, and led me along with her. ' My 
dear, you are as clear as crystal, and as true as steel. 
You are a favourite of mine already.' 

What a delightful woman ! as I said just now. I 
asked if she really liked me as well as she liked my 
sister. 

She said : ' Better.' 

I didn't expect that, and didn't want it. Helena is my 
superior. She is prettier than I am, cleverer than I am, 
better worth liking than I am. Mrs. Staveley shifted the 
talk back to Philip. I ought to have said Mr. Philip. 
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No, I won't ; I shall call him Philip. If I had a heart of 
stone, I should feel interested in him, after what Mrs. 
Staveley has told me. 

Such a sad story, in some respects. Mother dead ; no 
brothers or sisters. Only the father left ; he lives a 
dismal life on a lonely stormy coast. Not a severe old 
gentleman, for all that. His reasons for taking to retire- 
ment are reasons (so Mrs. Staveley says) which nobody 
knows. He buries himself among his books, in an 
immense library ; and he appears to like it. His son has 
not been brought up, like other young men, at school and 
college. He is a great scholar, educated at home by his 
father. To hear this account of his learning depressed 
me. It seemed to put such a distance between us. I 
asked Mrs. Staveley if he thought me ignorant. As long 
as I live I shall remember the reply : ' He thinks you 
charming.' 

Any other girl would have been satisfied with this. I 
am the miserable creature who is always making 
mistakes. My stupid curiosity spoilt the charm of Mrs. 
Staveley's conversation. And yet it seemed to be a 
harmless question ; I only said I should like to know 
what profession Philip belonged to. 

Mrs. Staveley answered : ' No profession.' 

I foolishly put a wrong meaning on this. I said : ' Is 
he idle?' 

Mrs. Staveley laughed. ' My dear, he is an only son — 
and his father is a rich man.' 

That stopped me — at last. 

"We have enough to live on in comfort at home — no 
more. Papa has told us himself that he is not (and can 
never hope to be) a rich man. This is not the worst of 
it. Last year, he refused to marry a young couple, both 
belonging to our congregation. This was very unlike his 
usual kind self. Helena and I asked him for his reasons. 
They were reasons that did not take long to give. The 
young gentleman's father was a rich man. He had 
forbidden his son to marry a sweet girl — because she had 
no fortune. 

I have no fortune. And Philip's father is a rich 
man. 
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The best thing I can do is to wipe my pen, and shut up 
my Journal, and go home by the next train. 



I have a great mind to burn my Journal. It tells me 
that I had better not think of Philip any more. 

On second thoughts, I won't destroy my Journal ; T will 
only put it away. If I live to be an old woman, it may 
amuse me to open my book again, and see how foolish 
the poor wretch was when she was young. 

What is this aching pain in my heart ? 

I don't remember it at any other time in my life. Is it 
trouble? How can I tell?— I have had so little trouble. 
It must be many years since I was wretched enough to 
cry. I don't even understand why I am crying now. My 
last sorrow, so far as I can remember, was the toothache. 
Other girls' mothers comfort them when they are 
wretched. If my mother had lived — it's useless to think 
about that. We lost her, while I and my sister were too 
young to understand our misfortune. 

I wish I had never seen Philip. 

This seems an ungrateful wish. Seeing him at the 
picture-show was a new enjoyment. Sitting next to him 
at dinner was a happiness that I don't recollect feeling, 
even when Papa has been most sweet and kind to me. I 
ought to be ashamed of myself to confess this. Shall I 
write to my sister ? But how should she know what is 
the matter with me, when I don't know it myself ? 
Besides, Helena is angry ; she wrote unkindly to me 
when she answered my last letter. 

There is a dreadful loneliness in this great house at 

night. I had better say my prayers, and try to sleep. If 

it doesn't make me feel happier, it will prevent me spoiling 

my Journal by dropping tears on it. 

****** 

What an evening of evenings this has been ! Last 
night it was crying that kept me awake. To-night I 
can't sleep for joy. 

Philip called on us again to-day. He brought with 
him tickets for the performance of an Oratorio. Sacred 
music is not forbidden music among our people. Mrs. 
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Staveley and Miss Staveley went to the concert with us. 
Philip and I sat next to each other. 

My sister is a musician — I am nothing. That sounds 
bitter ; but I don't mean it so. All I mean is, that I like 
simple little songs, which I can sing to myself by remem- 
bering the tune. There, my musical enjoyment ends. 
"When voices and instruments burst out together by 
hundreds, I feel bewildered. I also get attacked by 
fidgets. This last misfortune is sure to overtake me 
when choruses are being performed. The unfortunate 
people employed are made to keep singing the same 
words, over and over and over again, till I find it a perfect 
misery to listen to them. The choruses were unendurable 
in the performance to-night. This is one of them : ' Here 
we are all alone in the wilderness — alone in the wilder- 
ness — in the wilderness, alone, alone, alone — here we are 
in the wilderness — alone in the wilderness — all all alone 
in the wilderness,' and so on, till I felt inclined to call 
for the learned person who writes Oratorios, and beg him 
to give the poor music a more generous allowance of 
words. 

Whenever I looked at Philip, I found him looking at 
me. Perhaps he saw from the first that the music was 
wearying music to my ignorant ears. With his usual 
delicacy he said nothing for some time. But when he 
caught me yawning (though I did my best to hide it, for 
it looked like being ungrateful for the tickets), then he 
could restrain himself no longer. He whispered in my ear : 

' You are getting tired of this. And so am I.' 

' I am trying to like it,' I whispered back. 

' Don't try,' he answered. ' Let's talk.' 

He meant, of course, talk in whispers. We were a 
good deal annoyed — especially when the characters were 
all alone in the wilderness — by bursts of singing and 
playing which interrupted us at the most interesting 
moments. Philip persevered with a manly firmness. 
What could I do but follow his example — at a distance ? 

He said : ' Is it really true that your visit to Mrs. 
Staveley is coming to an end?' 

I answered ; ' It comes to an end the day after to- 
morrow.' 
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'Are you sorry to be leaving your friends in London?' 

What I might have said if he had made that inquiry a 
day earlier, when I was the most miserable creature 
living, I would rather not try to guess. Being quite 
happy as things were, I could honestly tell him I was 
Borry. 

' You can't possibly be as sorry as I am, Eunice. May 
I call you by your pretty name ?' 

' Yes, if you please.' 

' Eunice I' 

•Yes.' 

' You will leave a blank in. my life when you go 
away ' 

There another chorus stopped him, just as I was eager 
for more. It was such a delightfully new sensation to 
hear a young gentleman telling me that I had left a blank 
in his life. The next change in the Oratorio brought up 
a young lady, singing alone. Some people behind us 
grumbled at the smallness of her voice. We thought her 
voice perfect. It seemed to lend itself so nicely to our 
whispers. 

He said : ' Will you help me to think of you while 
you are away ? I want to imagine what your life is at 
home. Do you live in a town or in the country?' 

I told him the name of our town. When we give a 
person information, I have always heard that we ought 
to make it complete. So 1 mentioned our address in the 
town. But I was troubled by a doubt. Perhaps he pre- 
ferred the country. Being anxious about this, I said : 
' Would you rather have heard that I live in the country ?' 

' Live where you may, Eunice, the place will be a 
favourite place of mine. Besides, your town is famous. 
It has a public attraction which brings visitors to it.' 

I made another of those mistakes which no sensible 
girl, in my position, would have committed. I asked if 
he alluc ed to our new market-place. 

He set me right in the sweetest manner : ' I alluded 
to a building hundreds of years older than your market- 
place — your beautiful cathedral.' 

Fancy my not having thought of the cathedral ! Thia 
is what comes of being a Congregationalist. If I had 
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belonged to the Church of England, I should have for- 
gotten the market-place, and remembered the cathedral. 
Not that I want to belong to the Church of England. 
Papa's chapel is good enough for me. 

The song sung by the lady with the small voice was 
so pretty that the audience encored it. Didn't Philip 
and I help them ! With the sweetest smiles the lady 
sang it all over again. The people behind us left the 
concert. 

He said : ' Do you know, I take the greatest interest 
in cathedrals. I propose to enjoy the privilege and 
pleasure of seeing your cathedral early next week.' 

I had only to look at him to see that I was the cathe- 
dral. It was no surprise to hear next that he thought of 
' paying his respects to Mr. Gracedieu.' He begged me 
to tell him what sort of reception he might hope to meet 
with when he called at our house. I got so excited in 
doing justice to Papa, that I quite forgot to whisper when 
the next question came. Philip wanted to know if Mr. 
Gracedieu disliked strangers. When I answered, ' Oh 
dear, no !' I said it out loud, so that the people heard 
me. Cruel, cruel people ! They all turned round and 
stared. One hideous old woman actually said, ' Silence !' 
Miss Staveley looked disgusted. Even kind Mrs. Staveley 
lifted her eyebrows in astonishment. 

Philip, dear Philip, protected and composed me. 

He held my hand devotedly till the end of the per- 
formance. When he put us into the carriage, I was last. 
He whispered in my ear : ' Expect me next week.' Miss 
Staveley might be as ill-natured as she pleased, on the 
way home. It didn't matter what she said. The Eunice 
of yesterday might have been mortified and offended. 
The Eunice of to-day was indifferent to the sharpest 
things that could be said to her. 

****** 

All through yesterday's delightful evening, I nev Q .r 
once thought of Philip's father. When I woke this 
morning, I remembered that old Mr. Dunboyne was a 
rich man. I could eat no breakfast for thinking of the 
poor girl who was not allowed to marry her young gentle- 
man, because she had no money, 
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Mrs. Staveley waited to speak to me till the rest of 
them had left us together. I had expected her to notice 
that I looked dull and dismal. No ! her cleverness got 
at my secret in quite another way. 

She said : ' How do you feel after the concert ? You 
must be hard to please indeed if you were not satisfied 
with the accompaniments last night.' 

' The accompaniments of the Oratorio ?' 

' No, my dear. The accompaniments of Philip.' 

I suppose I ought to have laughed. In my miserable 
state of mind, it was not to be done. I said : ' I hope 
Mr. Dunboyne's father will not hear how kind he was to 
me.' 

Mrs. Staveley asked why. 

My bitterness overflowed at my tongue. I said : ' Be- 
cause Papa is a poor man.' 

' And Philip's Papa is a rich man,' says Mrs. Staveley, 
putting my own thought into words for me. ' Where do 
you get these ideas, Eunice ? Surely, you are not allowed 
to read novels ?' 

« Oh no 1' 

' And you have certainly never seen a play ?' 

' Never.' 

' Clear your head, child, of the nonsense that has got 
into it — I can't think how. Eich Mr. Dunboyne has 
taught his heir to despise the base act of marrying for 
money. He knows that Philip will meet young ladies at 
my house ; and he has written to me on the subject of 
his son's choice of a wife. " Let Philip find good prin- 
ciples, good temper, and good looks ; and I promise 
beforehand to find the money." There is what he says. 
Are you satisfied with Philip's father, now ?' 

I jumped up in a state of ecstasy. Just as I had 
thrown my arms round Mrs. Staveley's neck, the servant 
came in with a letter, and handed it to me. 

Helena had written again, on this last day of my visit. 
Her letter was full of instructions for buying things that 
she wants, before I leave London. I read on quietly 
enough until I came to the postscript. The effect of it 
on me may be told in two words : I screamed. Mrs. 
Staveley was naturally alarmed. ' Bad news ?' she asked. 
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Being quite unable to offer an opinion, I read the post- 
script out loud, and left her to judge for herself. 

This was Helena's news from home : 

' I must prepare you for a surprise, before your return. 
You will find a strange lady established at home. 
Don't suppose there is any prospect of her bidding us 
good-bye, if we only wait long enough. She is already 
(with father's full approval) as much a member of the 
family as we are. You shall form your own unbiased 
opinion of her, Eunice. For the present, I say no more.' 

I asked Mrs. Staveley what she thought of my news 
from home. She said : ' Your father approves of the 
lady, my dear. I suppose it's good news.' 

But Mrs. Staveley did not look as if she believed in 
the good news, for all that. 



CHAPTEE XIV. 

Helena's diaki. 

To-day, I went as usual to the Scripture-class for girls. 
It was harder work than ever, teaching without Eunice 
to help me. Indeed, I felt lonely all day without my 
sister. When I got home, I rather hoped that some 
friend might have come to see us, and have been asked 
to stay to tea. The housemaid opened the door to me. 
I asked Maria if anybody had called. 

' Yes, Miss ; a lady, to see the master.' 

' A stranger ?' 

' Never saw her before, Miss, in all my life.' 

I put no more questions. Many ladies visit my father. 
They call it consulting the Minister. He advises them 
in their troubles, and guides them in their religious diffi- 
culties, and so on. They come and go in a sort of secrecy. 
So far as I know, they are mostly old maids, and they 
waste the Minister's time. 

When my father came in to tea, I began to feel some 
curiosity about the lady who had called on him. Visitors 
of that sort, in general, never appear to dwell on his 
mind after they have gone away ; he sees too many of 



HELENA'S DIARY. 63 

them, and is too well accustomed to what they have to 
say. On this particular evening, however, I perceived 
appearances that set me thinking ; he looked worried 
and anxious. 

• Has anything happened, father, to vex you ?' I said. 

' Yes -' 

' Is the lady concerned in it ?' 

' What lady, my dear ?' 

' The lady who called on you while I was out.' 

' Who told you she had called on me ?' 

' I asked Maria ' 

' That will do, Helena, for the present.' 

He drank his tea and went back to his study, instead 
of staying awhile, and talking pleasantly as usual. My 
respect submitted to his want of confidence in me ; but 
my curiosity was in a state of revolt. I sent for Maria, and 
proceeded to make my own discoveries, with this result : 

No other person had called at the house. Nothing had 
happened, except the visit of the mysterious lady. ' She 
looked between young and old. And, oh dear me, she 
was certainly not pretty. Not dressed nicely, to my 
mind ; but they do say dress is a matter of taste.' 

Try as I might, I could get no more than that out of 
our stupid young housemaid. 

Later in the evening, the cook had occasion to consult 
me about supper. This was a person possessing the 
advantages of age and experience. I asked if she had 
seen the lady. The cook's reply promised something 
new : ' I can't say I saw the lady ; but 1 heard her.' 

' Do you mean that you heard her speaking ?' 

' No, Miss — crying.' 

' Where was she crying ?' 

' In the master's study.' 

' How did you come to hear her ?' 

' Am I to understand, Miss, that you suspect me of 
listening ?' 

Is a lie told by a look as bad as a lie told by words ? 
I looked shocked at the bare idea of suspecting a respect- 
able person of listening. The cooks sense of honour was 
satisfied ; she readily explained herself : ' I was passing 
the door, Miss, on my way upstairs.' 
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Here my discoveries came to an end. It was certainly 
possible that an afflicted member of my father's congrega- 
tion might have called on him to be comforted. But he 
sees plenty of afflicted ladies, without looking worried 
and anxious after they leave him. Still suspecting some- 
thing out of the ordinary course of events, I waited hope- 
fully for our next meeting at supper-time. Nothing came 
of it. My father left me by myself again, when the meal 
was over. He is always courteous to his daughters ; and 
he made an apology : ' Excuse me, Helena, I want to 
think.' 



I went to bed in a vile humour, and slept badly ; 
wondering, in the long wakeful hours, what new rebuff I 
should meet with on the next day. 

At breakfast this morning I was agreeably surprised. 
No signs of anxiety showed themselves in my father's 
face. Instead of retiring to his study when we rose from 
the table, he proposed taking a turn in the garden : ' You 
are looking pale, Helena, and you will be tjie better for a 
little fresh air. Besides, I have something to say to you.' 

Excitement, I am sure, is good for young women. I 
saw in his face, I heard in his last words, that the mystery 
of the lady was at last to be revealed. The sensation of 
languor and fatigue which follows a disturbed night left 
me directly. 

My father gave me his arm, and we walked slowly up 
and down the lawn. 

' When that lady called on me yesterday,' he began, 
' you wanted to know who she was, and you were sur- 
prised and disappointed when I refused to gratify your 
curiosity. My silence was not a selfish silence, Helena. 
I was thinking of you and your sister ; and I was at a 
loss how to act for the best. You shall hear why my 
children were in my mind, presently. I must tell you 
first that I have arrived at a decision ; I hope and believe 
on reasonable grounds. Ask me any questions you please ; 
my silence will be no longer an obstacle in your way.' 

This was so very encouraging that I said at once : ' I 
should like to know who the lady is.' 
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' The lady is related to me,' he answered. ' We are 
cousins.' 

Here was a disclosure that I had not anticipated. In 
the little that I have seen of the world, I have observed 
that cousins — when they happen to be brought together 
under interesting circumstances — can remember their 
relationship, and forget their relationship, just as it suits 
them. ' Is your cousin a married lady ?' I ventured to 
inquire. 

'No.' 

Short as it was, that reply might perhaps mean more 
than appeared on the surface. The cook had heard the 
lady crying. What sort of tender agitation was answer- 
able for those tears? Was it possible, barely possible, 
that Eunice and I might go to bed, one night, a widower's 
daughters, and wake up the next day to discover a step- 
mother ? 

' Have I or my sister ever seen the lady ?' I asked. 

' Never. She has been living abroad ; and I have not 
seen her myself since we were both young people.' 

My excellent innocent father ! Not the faintest idea 
of what I had been thinking of was in his mind. Little 
did he suspect how welcome was the relief that he had 
afforded to his daughter's wicked doubts of him. But he 
had not said a word yet about his cousin's personal ap- 
pearance. There might be remains of good looks which 
the housemaid was too stupid to discover. 

' After the long interval that has passed since you met,' 
I said, ' I suppose she has become an old woman ?' 

' No, my dear. Let us say, a middle-aged woman.' 

' Perhaps she is still an attractive person ?' 

He smiled. ' I am afraid, Helena, that would never 
have been a very accurate description of her.' 

I now knew all that I wanted to know about this 
alarming person, excepting one last morsel of information 
which my father had strangely forgotten. 

' We have been talking about the lady for some time,' 
I said ; ' and you have not yet told me her name.' 

Father looked a little embarrassed. ' It's not a very 
pretty name,' he answered. ' My cousin, my unfortunate 
cousin, is — Miss Jillgall.' 

I burst out with such a loud ' On !' that he laudied. 
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I caught the infection, and laughed louder still. Bless 
Miss Jillgall ! The interview promised to become an 
easy one for both of us, thanks to her name. I was in 
good spirits, and I made no attempt to restrain them. 
' The next time Miss Jillgall honours you with a visit,' I 
said, ' you must give me an opportunity of being presented 
to her.' 

He made a strange reply : ' You may find your oppor- 
tunity, Helena, sooner than you anticipate.' 

Did this mean that she was going to call again in a 
day or two ? I am afraid I spoke flippantly. I said : 
' Oh, father, another lady fascinated by the popular 
preacher ?' 

The garden chairs were near us. He signed to me 
gravely to be seated by his side, and said to himself : 
' This is my fault.' 

' What is your fault ?' I asked. 

' I have left you in ignorance, my dear, of my cousin's 
sad story. It is soon told ; and, if it checks your merri- 
ment, it will make amends by deserving your sympathy. 
I was indebted to her father, when I was a boy, for acts 
of kindness which I can never forget. He was twice 
married. The death of his first wife left him with one 
child — once my playfellow ; now the lady whose visit has 
excited your curiosity. His second wife was a Belgian. 
She persuaded him to sell his business in London, and to 
invest the money in a partnership with a brother of hers, 
Established as a sugar-refiner at Antwerp. The little 
daughter accompanied her father to Belgium. Are you 
attending to me, Helena ?' 

I was waiting for the interesting part of the story, and 
was wondering when he would get to it. 

' As time went on,' he resumed, 'the new partner found 
that the value of the business at Antwerp had been greatly 
overrated. After a long struggle with adverse circum- 
stances, he decided on withdrawing from the partnership 
before the whole of his capital was lost in a failing com- 
mercial speculation. The end of it was that he retired, 
with his daughter, to a small town in East Flanders ; 
the wreck of his property having left him with an income 
of no more than two hundred pounds a year.' 

I showed my father that I was attending to him now, 
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by inquiring what had become of the Belgian wife. Those 
nervous quiverings, which Eunice has mentioned in her 
diary, began to appear in his face. 

' It is too shameful a story,' he said, ' to be told to a 
young girl. The marriage was dissolved by law ; and the 
wife was the person to blame. I am sure, Helena, you 
don't wish to hear any more of this part of the story.' 

I did wish. But I saw that he expected me to say 
No — so I said it. 

' The father and daughter,' he went on, ' never so much 
as thought of returning to their own country. They were 
too poor to live comfortably in England. In Belgium 
their income was sufficient for their wants. On the 
father's death, the daughter remained in the town. She 
had friends there, and friends nowhere else ; and she 
might have lived abroad to the end of her days, but for 
a calamity to which we are all liable. A long and serious 
illness completely prostrated her. Skilled medical attend- 
ance, costing large sums of money for the doctors' travel- 
ing expenses, was imperatively required. Experienced 
nurses, summoned from a distant hospital, were in attend- 
ance night and day. Luxuries, far beyond the reach of 
her little income, were absolutely required to support her 
wasted strength at the time of her tedious recovery. In 
one word, her resources were sadly diminished, when the 
poor creature had paid her debts, and had regained her 
hold on life. At that time, she unhappily met with the 
man who has ruined her.' 

It was getting interesting at last. ' Ruined her ?' I 
repeated. ' Do you mean that he robbed her ?' 

' That, Helena, is exactly what I mean — and many and 
many a helpless woman has been robbed in the same 
way. The man of whom I am now speaking was a lawyer 
in large practice. He bore an excellent character, and 
was highly respected for his exemplary life. My cousin 
(not at all a discreet person, I am bound to admit) waa 
induced to consult him on her pecuniary affairs. He 
expressed the most generous sympathy — offered to em- 
ploy her little capital in his business — and pledged 
himself to pay her double the interest for her money, 
which she had been in the habit of receiving from the 
sound investment chosen by her father.' 

5—2 
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' And of course he got the money, and never paid the 
interest ?' Eager to hear the end, I interrupted the story 
in those inconsiderate words. My father's answer quietly 
reproved me. 

' He paid the interest regularly as long as he lived.' 

' And what happened when he died ?' 

' He died a bankrupt ; the secret profligacy of his life 
was at last exposed. Nothing, actually nothing, was left 
for his creditors. The unfortunate creature, whose ugly 
name has amused you, must get help somewhere, or must 
go to the workhouse.' 

If I had been in a state of mind to attend to trifles, 
this would have explained the reason why the cook had 
heard Miss Jillgall crying. But the prospect before me 
— the unendurable prospect of having a strange woman 
in the house — had showed itself too plainly to be mistaken. 
I could think of nothing else. With infinite difficulty I 
assumed a momentary appearance of composure, and 
suggested that Miss Jillgall's foreign friends might have 
done something to help her. 

My father defended her foreign friends. ' My dear, 
they were poor people, and did all they could afford to 
do. But for their kindness, my cousin might not have 
been able to return to England.' 

' And to cast herself on your mercy,' I added, ' in the 
character of a helpless woman.' 

' No, Helena ! Not to cast herself on my mercy — but 
to find my house open to her, as her father's house was 
open to me in the bygone time. I am her only surviving 
relative ; and, while I live, she shall not be a helpless 
woman.' 

I began to wish that I had not spoken out so plainly. 
My father's sweet temper — I do so sincerely wish I had 
inherited it ! — made the kindest allowances for me. 

' I understand the momentary bitterness of feeling that 
has escaped you,' he said; 'I may almost say that I 
expected it. My only hesitation in this matter has been 
caused by my sense of what I owe to my children. It 
was putting your endurance, and your sister's endurance, 
to a trial to expect you to receive a stranger (and that 
stranger not a young girl like yourselves) as one of the 
household, living with you in the closest intimacy of 
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family life. The consideration which has decided me 
does justice, I hope, to you and Eunice, as well as to 
myself. I think that some allowance is due from my 
daughters to the father who has always made loving 
allowance for them. Am I wrong in believing that my 
good children have not forgotten this, and have only 
waited for the occasion to feel the pleasure of rewarding 
me?' 

It was beautifully put. There was but one thing to be 
done — I kissed him. And there was but one thing to be 
said. I asked at what time we might expect to receive 
Miss Jillgall. 

' She is staying, Helena, at a small hotel in the town. 
I have already sent to say that we are waiting to see her. 
Perhaps you will look at the spare bedroom ?' 

' It shall be got ready, father, directly.' 

I ran into the honse ; I rushed upstairs into the room 
that is Eunice's and mine ; I locked the door, and then I 
gave way to my rage, before it stifled me. I stamped on 
the floor, I clenched my fists, I cast myself on the bed, I 
reviled that hateful woman by every hard word that I 
could throw at her. Oh, the luxury of it ! the luxury 
of it ! 

Cold water and my hairbrush soon made me fit to be 
seen again. 

As for the spare room, it looked a great deal too com- 
fortable for an incubus from foreign parts. The one 
improvement that I could have made, if a friend of mine 
had been expected, was suggested by the window-curtains. 
I was looking at a torn place in one of them, and deter- 
mined to leave it unrepaired, when I felt an arm slipped 
round my waist from behind. A voice, so close that it 
tickled my neck,. said : ' Dear girl, what friends we shall 
be !' I turned round, and confronted Miss Jillgall. 



CHAPTER XV 

HELENA'S DIAEY. 

If lam not a good girl, whera is a good girl to be found? 
This is in Eunice's style. It sometimes amuses me to 
mimic my simple sister. 
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I have just torn three pages out of my diary, in defer- 
ence to the expression of my father's wishes. He took 
the first opportunity which his cousin permitted him to 
enjoy of speaking to me privately ; and his object was to 
caution me against hastily relying on first impressions of 
anybody — especially of Miss Jillgall. ' Wait for a day or 
two,' he said ; ' and then form your estimate of the new 
member of our household.' 

The stormy state of my temper had passed away, and 
had left my atmosphere calm again. I could feel that I 
had received good advice ; but unluckily it reached me 
too late. 

I had formed my estimate of Miss Jillgall, and had put 
it in writing for my own satisfaction, at least an hour 
before my father found himself at liberty to speak to me. 
I don't agree with him in distrusting first impressions ; 
and I had proposed to put my opinion to the test, by 
referring to what I had written about his cousin at a 
later time. However, after what he had said to me, I 
felt bound in filial duty to take the pages out of my book, 
and to let two days pass before I presumed to enjoy the 
luxury of hating Miss Jillgall. 

On one thing I am determined : Eunice shall not form 

a hasty opinion, either. She shall undergo the same 

severe discipline of self-restraint to which her sister is 

obliged to submit. Let us be just, as somebody says, 

before we are generous. No more for to-day. 

***** 

I open my diary again — after the prescribed interval 
has elapsed. The first impression produced on me by the 
new member of our household remains entirely unchanged. 

Have I already made the remark that, when one 
removes a page from a book, it does not necessarily 
follow that one destroys the page afterwards ? or did I 
leave this to be inferred? In either case, my course of 
proceeding was the same. I ordered some paste to be 
made. Then I unlocked a drawer, and found my poor 
.ill-used leaves, and put them back in my Journal. An 
act of justice is surely not the less praiseworthy because 
it is an act of justice done to one's self. 

My father has often told me that he revises his writings 
on religious subjects. I may harmlessly imitate that good 
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example, by revising my restored entry It is now a 
sufficiently remarkable performance to be distinguished 
by a title. Let me call it : 

Impressions of Miss Jillgall. 

My first impression was a strong one — it was produced 
by the state of this lady's breath. In other words, I was 
obliged to let her kiss me. It is a duty to be considerate 
towards human infirmity. I will only say that I thought 
I should have fainted. 

My second impression draws a portrait, and produces a 
striking likeness. 

Figure, little and lean — hair of a dirty drab colour 
which we see in string — small light gray eyes, sly and 
restless, and deeply sunk in the head — prominent cheek- 
bones, and a florid complexion — an inquisitive nose, turn- 
ing up at the end — a large mouth and a servile smile — 
raw-looking hands, decorated with black mittens — a mis- 
fitting white jacket and a limp skirt — manners familiar — 
temper cleverly hidden — voice too irritating to be men- 
tioned. Whose portrait is this? It is the portrait of 
Miss Jillgall, taken in words. 

Her true character is not easy to discover ; I suspect 
that it will only show itself little by little. That she is a 
born meddler in other people's affairs, I think I can see 
already. I also found out that she trusted to flattery as 
the easiest means of making herself agreeable. She tried 
her first experiment on myself. 

' You charming girl,' she began, ' your bright face en- 
courages me to ask a favour. Pray make me useful ! 
The one aspiration of my life is to be useful. Unless you 
employ me in that way, I have no right to intrude myself 
into your family circle. Yes, yes, I know that your 
father has opened his house and his heart to me. But I 
dare not found any claim — your name is Helena, isn't it ? 
Dear Helena, I dare not found any claim on what I owe 
to your father's kindness.' 

' Why not?' I inquired. 

' Because your father is not a man ' 

I was rude enough to interrupt her : ' What is he, 
then?' 
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' An angel,' Miss Jillgall answered solemnly. ' A desti- 
tute earthly creature like me must not look up as high as 
your father. I might be dazzled.' 

This was rather more than I could endure patiently. 
'Let us try,' I suggested, ' if we can't understand each 
other, at starting.' 

Miss Jillgall's little eyes twinkled in their bony 
caverns. ' The very thing I was going to propose !' she 
burst out. 

' Very well,'' I went on ; ' then, let me tell you plainly 
that flattery is not relished in this house.' 

' Flattery ?' She put her hand to her head as she 
repeated the word, and looked quite bewildered. ' Dear 
Helena, I have lived all my life in East Flanders, and my 
own language is occasionally strange to me. Can you 
tell me what flattery is in Flemish ?' 

' I don't understand Flemish' 

' How very provoking ! You don't understand Flemish, 
and I don't understand Flattery. I should so like to 
know what it means. Ah, I see books in this lovely 
room. Is there a dictionary among them?' She darted 
to the bookcase, and discovered a dictionary. ' Now I 
shall understand Flattery,' she remarked — ' and then we 
shall understand each other. Oh, let me find it for my- 
self !' She ran her raw red finger along the alphabetical 
headings at the top of each page, '"fad." That won't 
do. "fie." Farther on still, "fle." Too far the 
other way. " fla." Here we are ! " Flattery : False 
praise. Commendation bestowed for the purpose of gain- 
ing favour and influence." Oh, Helena, how cruel of 
you !' She dropped the book, and sank into a chair — the 
picture, if such a thing can be, of a broken-hearted old 
maid. 

I should most assuredly have taken the opportunity of 
leaving her to her own devices, if I had been free to act 
as I pleased. But my interests as a daughter forbade me 
to make an enemy of my father's cousin, on the first day 
when she had entered the house. I made an apology, very 
neatly expressed. 

She jumped up — let me do her justice ; Miss Jillgall is 
as nimble as a monkey — and (Faugh !) she kissed me for 
the second time. If I had been a man, I am afraid I 
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should have called for that deadly poison (we are all tem- 
perance people in this house) known by the name of 
Brandy. 

' If you will make me love you,' Miss Jillgall explained, 
' you must expect to be kissed. Dear girl, let us go back 
to my poor little petition. Oh, do make me useful ! 
There are so many things I can do : you will find me a 
treasure in the house. I write a good hand ; I under- 
stand polishing furniture ; I can dress hair (look at my 
own hair) ; I play and sing a little when people want 
to be amused ; I can mix a salad and knit stockings — 
who is this ?' The cook came in, at the moment, to consult 
me ; I introduced her. ' And oh,' cried Miss Jillgall in 
ecstasy, 'I can cook ! Do, please, let me see the kitchen.' 

The cook's face turned red. She had come to me to 
make a confession ; and she had not (as she afterwards 
said) bargained for the presence of a stranger. For the 
first time in her life she took the liberty of whispering to 
me : ' I must ask you, Miss, to let me send up the cauli- 
flower plain boiled ; I don't understand the directions in 
the book for doing it in the foreign way.' 

Miss Jillgall's ears — perhaps because they are so large 
— possess a quickness of hearing, quite unparalleled in my 
experience. Not one word of the cook's whispered con- 
fession had escaped her. 

' Here,' she declared, ' is an opportunity of making 
myself useful ! AVhat is the cook's name ? Hannah ? 
Take me downstairs, Hannah, and I'll show you how to 
do the cauliflower in the foreign way. She seems to 
hesitate. Is it possible that she doesn't believe me? 
Listen, Hannah, and judge for yourself if I am deceiving 
you. Have you boiled the cauliflower ? Very well ; this 
is what you must do next. Take four ounces of grated 
cheese, two ounces of best butter, the yolks of four eggs, 
a little bit of glaze, lemon-juice, nutmeg — dear, dear, 
how black she looks ! What have I said to offend 
her ?' 

The cook passed over the lady who had presumed to 
instruct her, as if no such person had been present, and 
addressed herself to me : ' If I am to be interfered with 
in my own kitchen, Miss, I will ask you to suit yourself 
at a month's notice.' 
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Miss Jillgall wrung her hands in despair. 

' I meant so kindly,' she said ; ' and I seem to have 
made mischief. With the best intentions, Helena, I have 
set you and your servant at variance. I really didn't 
know you had such a temper, Hannah,' she declared, 
following the cook to the door. ' I'm sure there's nothing 
I am not ready to do to make it up with you. Perhaps 
you have not got the cheese downstairs ? I'm ready to 
go out and buy it for you. I could show you how to 
keep eggs sweet and fresh for weeks together. Your 
gown doesn't fit very well ; I shall be glad to improve it, 
if you will leave it out for me after you have gone to bed. 
There !' cried Miss Jillgall, as the cook majestically left 
the room, without even looking at her, ' I have done 
my best to make it up, and you see how my advances 
are received. What more could I have done ? I really 
ask you, dear, as a friend, what more could I have 
done ?' 

I had it on the tip of my tongue to say : ' The cook 
doesn't ask you to buy cheese for her, or to teach her 
how to keep eggs, or to improve the fit of her gown ; all 
she wants is to have her kitchen to herself.' But here 
again it was necessary to remember that this odious 
person was my father's guest. 

' Pray don't distress yourself,' I began; 'I am sure you 
are not to blame, Miss Jillgall ' 

' Oh, don't !' 

' Don't— what ?' 

' Don't call me Miss Jillgall. I call you Helena. Call 
me Selina.' 

I had really not supposed it possible that she could be 
more endurable than ever. When she mentioned her 
Christian name, she succeeded nevertheless in producing 
that result. In the whole list of women's names, is there 
any one to be found so absolutely sickening as ' Selina ' ? 
I forced myself to pronounce it ; I made another neatly- 
expressed apology ; I said English servants were so very 
peculiar. Selina was more than satisfied ; she was quite 
delighted. 

' Is that it, indeed ? An explanation was all I wanted. 
How good of you ! And now tell me — is there no chance, 
in the house or out of the house, of my making myself 
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useful ? Oh, what's that ? Do I see a chance ? I do ! 
Idol' 

Miss Jillgall's eyes are more than mortal. At one 
time, they are microscopes. At another time, they are 
telescopes. She discovered (right across the room) the 
torn place in the -window-curtain. In an instant, she 
snatched a dirty little leather case out of her pocket, 
threaded her needle, and began darning the curtain. She 
sang over her work. ' My heart is light, my will is 

free ' I can repeat no more of it. When I heard 

her singing voice, I became reckless of consequences, 
and ran out of the room with my hands over my ears. 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Helena's diary. 

When I reached the foot of the stairs, my father called 
me into his study. 

I found him at his writing-table, with such a heap of 
torn-up paper in his waste-basket that it overflowed on to 
the floor. He explained to me that he had been destroy- 
ing a large accumulation of old letters, and had ended 
(when his employment began to grow wearisome) in 
examining his correspondence rather carelessly. The 
result was that he had torn up a letter, and a copy of 
the reply, which ought to have been set aside as worthy 
of preservation. After collecting the fragments, he had 
heaped them on the table. If I could contrive to put 
them together again on fair sheets of paper, and fasten 
them in their right places with gum, I should be doing 
him a service, at a time when he was too busy to set his 
mistake right for himself. 

Here was the best excuse that I could desire for keep- 
ing out of Miss Jillgall's way. I cheerfully set to work 
on the restoration of the letters, while my father went on 
with his writing. 

Having put the fragments together — excepting a few 
gaps caused by morsels that had been lost — I was un- 
willing to fasten them down with gum, until I could feel 
sure of not having made any mistakes ; especially in 
regard to some of the lost words which I had been 
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obliged to restore by guess-work. So I copied the letters^ 
and submitted them, in the first place, to my father's 
approval. 

He praised me in the prettiest manner for the care that 
I had taken. But, when he began, after some hesitation, 
to read my copy, I noticed a change. The smile left 
his face, and the nervous quiverings showed themselves 
again. 

1 Quite right, my child,' he said, in low sad tones. 

On returning to my side of the table, I expected to see 
him resume his writing. He crossed the room to the 
window, and stood (with his back to me) looking out. 

When I had first discovered the sense of the letters, 
they failed to interest me. A tiresome woman, presum- 
ing on the kindness of a good-natured man to beg a favour 
which she had no right to ask, and receiving a refusal 
which she had richly deserved, was no remarkable event 
in my experience as my father's secretary and copyist. 
But the change in his face, while he read the correspon- 
dence, altered my opinion of the letters. There was more 
in them evidently than I had discovered. I kept my 
manuscript copy — here it is : 



' From Miss Elizabeth Chance to the Bcv. Abel Gracedieu, 

(Date of year, 1859. Date of month, missing.) 

' Dear Sir, 

' You have, I hope, not quite forgotten the interest- 
ing conversation that we had last year in the Governor's 
rooms. I am afraid I spoke a little flippantly at the 
time ; but I am sure you will believe me when I say that 
this was out of no want of respect to yourself. My 
pecuniary position being far from prosperous, I am 
endeavouring to obtain the vacant situation of house- 
keeper in a public institution, the prospectus of which I 
enclose. You will see it is a rule of the place that a 
candidate must be a single woman (which I am), and 
must be recommended by a clergyman. You are the only 
reverend gentleman whom it is my good fortune to know, 
and the thing is of course a mere formality. Pray excuse 
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this application, and oblige me by acting as my refer- 
ence. 

' Sincerely yours, 

' Elizabeth Chance. 

'P.S. — Please address: Miss E. Chance, Poste 
Eestante, St. Martin's-le-Grand, London.' 

' From the Bev. Abel Graccdieu to Miss Chance. 

(Copy.) 
Madam, 

'The brief conversation to which your letter 
alludes, took place at an accidental meeting between us. 
I then saw you for the first time, and I have not seen you 
since. It is impossible for me to assert the claim of a 
perfect stranger, like yourself, to fill a situation of trust. 
I must beg to decline acting as your reference. 

' Your obedient servant, 

' Abel Gkacedieu.' 
****** 

My father was still at the window. 

In that idle position he could hardly complain of me for 
interrupting him, if I ventured to talk about the letters 
which I had put together. If my curiosity displeased 
him, he had only to say so, and there would be an end to 
any allusions of mine to the subject. My first idea was 
to join him at the window. On reflection, and still per- 
ceiving that he kept his back turned on me, I thought it 
might be more prudent to remain at the table. 

' This Miss Chance seems to be an impudent person?' I 
said. 

' Yes.' 

' Was she a young woman, when you met with her ?' 

' Yes.' 

' What sort of a woman to look at ? Ugly ?' 

'No.' 

Here were three answers which Eunice herself would 
have been quick enough to interpret as three warnings to 
say no more. I felt a little hurt by his keeping his back 
turned on me. At the same time, and naturally, I think, 
I found my interest in Miss Chance (I don't say my 
friendly interest) considerably increased by my father's 
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unusually rude behaviour. I was also animated by an 
irresistible desire to make him turn round and look at me. 
' Miss Chance's letter was written many years ago,' I 
resumed. ' I wonder what has become of her since she 
wrote to you.' 

' I know nothing about her.' 

' Not even whether she is alive or dead ?' 

' Not even that. "What do these questions mean 
Helena ?' 

' Nothing, father.' 

I declare he looked as if he suspected me ! 

' Why don't you speak out ?' he said. ' Have I ever 
taught you to conceal your thoughts ? Have I ever been 
a hard father, who discouraged you when you wished to 
confide in him ? What are you thinking about ? Do you 
know anything of this woman ?' 

' Oh, father, what a question ! I never even heard of 
her till I put the torn letters together. I begin to wish 
you had not asked me to do it.' 

' So do I. It never struck me that you would feel such 
extraordinary — I had almost said, such vulgar — curiosity 
about a worthless letter.' 

This roused my temper. When a young lady is told 
that she is vulgar, if she has any self-conceit— I mean 
self-respect — she feels insulted. I said something sharp 
in my turn. It was in the way of argument. I do not 
know how it may be with other young persons, I never 
reason so well myself as when I am angry. 

'You call it a worthless letter,' I said, 'and yet you 
think it worth preserving.' 

' Have you nothing more to say to me than that ?' he 
asked. 

' Nothing more,' I answered. 

He changed again. After having looked unaccountably 
angry, he now looked unaccountably relieved. 

' I will soon satisfy you,' he said, ' that I have a good 
reason for preserving a worthless letter. Miss Chance, 
my dear, is not a woman to be trusted. If she saw her 
advantage in making a bad use of my reply, I am afraid 
she would not hesitate to do it. Even if she is no longer 
living, I don't know into what vile hands my letter may 
not have fallen, or how it might be falsified for some 
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wicked purpose. Do you see now how a correspondence 
may become accidentally important, though it is of no 
value in itself ?' 

1 could say ' Yes ' to this with a safe conscience. 

But there were some perplexities still left in my mind. 
It seemed strange that Miss Chance should (apparently) 
have submitted to the severity of my father's reply. ' I 
should have thought,' I said to him, 'that she would 
have sent you another impudent letter — or perhaps have 
insisted on seeing you, and using her tongue instead of 
her pen.' 

' She could do neither the one nor the other, Helena. 
Miss Chance will never find out my address again ; I 
have taken good care of that.' 

He spoke in a loud voice, with a flushed face — as if it 
was quite a triumph to have prevented this woman from 
discovering his address. What reason could he have for 
being so anxious to keep her away from him ? Could I 
venture to conclude that there was a mystery in the life 
of a man so blameless, so truly pious ? It shocked one 
even to think of it. 

There was a silence between us, to which the house- 
maid offered a welcome interruption. Dinner was ready. 

He kissed me before we left the room. ' One word 
more, Helena,' he said, ' and I have done. Let there be 
no more talk between us about Elizabeth Chance.' 



CHAPTEE XVII. 

HELENA'S DIAKY. 

Miss Jillgall joined us at the dinner-table, in a state of 
excitement, carrying a book in her hand. 

I am inclined, on reflection, to suspect that she is quite 
clever enough to have discovered that I hate her — and 
that many of the aggravating things she says and does are 
assumed, out of retaliation, for the purpose of making me 
angry. That ugly face is a double face, or I am much 
mistaken. 

To return to the dinner-table, Miss Jillgall addressed 
herself, with an air of playful penitence, to my father. 

' Dear cousin, I hope I have not done wrong. Helena 
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left me all by myself. When I had finished darning the 
curtain, I really didn't know what to do. So I opened all 
the bedroom doors Upstairs and looked into the rooms. 
In the big room with two beds — oh, I am so ashamed — I 
found this book. Please look at the first page.' 

My father looked at the title-page: — ' Doctor Watts's 
Hymns. Well, Selina, what is there to be ashamed of in 
this?' 

' Oh, no ! no ! It's the wrong page. Do look at the 
other page — the one that comes first before that one.' 

My patient father turned to the blank page. 

' Ah,' he said quietly, ' my other daughter's name is 
written in it — the daughter whom you have not seen. 
Well ?' 

Miss Jillgall clasped her hands distractedly. ' It's my 
ignorance I'm so ashamed of. Dear cousin, forgive me, 
enlighten me.' I don't know how to pronounce your other 
daughter's name. Do you call her Euneece?' 

The dinner was getting cold. I was provoked into 
saying : ' No, we don't.' 

She had evidently not forgiven me for leaving her by 
herself. ' Pardon me, Plelena, when I want information 
I don't apply to you ; I sit, as it were, at the feet of your 
learned father. Dear cousin, is it ' 

Even my father declined to wait for his dinner any 
longer. ' Pronounce it as you like, Selina. Here we say 
Eunice — with the accent on the "i" and with the final 
"e" sounded : Eu-ni-see. Let me give you some soup.' 

Miss Jillgall groaned. ' Oh, how difficult it seems to 
be ! Quite beyond my poor brains ! I shall ask the dear 
girl's leave to call her Euneece. What very strong soup! 
Isn't it rather a waste of meat ? Give me a little more, 
please.' 

I discovered another of Miss Jillgall's peculiarities. 
Her appetite was enormous, and her ways were greedy. 
You heard her eat her soup. She devoured the food on 
her plate with her eyes before she put it into her mouth ; 
and she criticised our English cookery in the most 
impudent manner, under pretence of asking humbly how 
it was done. There was, however, some temporary 
compensation for this. We had less of her talk while she 
was eating her dinner. 
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With the removal of the cloth, she recovered the use 
of her tongue ; and she hit on the one subject of all others 
which proves to be the sorest trial to my father's 
patience. 

' And now, dear cousin, let us talk of your other 
daughter, our absent Euneece. I do so long to see her. 
When is she coming back ?' 

' In a few days more.' 

' How glad I am ! And, do tell me — which is she ? 
Your oldest girl or your youngest ?' 

' Neither the one nor the other, Selina.' 

' Oh, my head ! my head ! This is even worse than the 
accent on the " i " and the final " e." Stop 1 I am cleverer 
than I thought I was. You mean that the girls are 
twins. Are they both so exactly like each other that I 
shan't know which is which ? What fun !' 

When the subject of our ages was unluckily started at 
Mrs. Staveley's, I had slipped out of the difficulty easily 
by assuming the character of the eldest sister — an example 
of ready tact which my dear stupid Eunice doesn't under- 
stand. In my father's presence, it is needless to say that 
I kept silence, and left it to him. I was sorry to be 
obliged to do this. Owing to his sad state of health, he 
is easily irritated — especially by inquisitive strangers. 

' I must leave you,' he answered, without taking the 
slightest notice of what Miss Jillgall had said to him. 
' My work is waiting for me.' 

She stopped him on his way to the door. ' Oh, tell 
me — can't I help you?' 

' Thank you ; no.' 

' "Well — but tell me one thing. Am I right about the 
twins?' 

' You are wrong.' 

Miss Jillgall's demonstrative hands flew up into the air 
again, and expressed the climax of astonishment by 
quivering over her head. ' This is positively maddening,' 
she declared. ' What does it mean ?' 

' Take my advice, cousin. Don't attempt to find cui 
what it means.' 

He left the room. Miss Jillgall appealed to me. I 
imitated my father's wise brevity of expression : ' Sorry 

C 
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to disappoint you, Selina ; I know no more about it than 
you do. Come upstairs.' 

Every step of the way up to the drawing-room was 
marked by a protest or an inquiry. Did I expect her to 
believe that I couldn't say which of us was the elder of 
the two ? that I didn't really know what my father's 
motive was for this extraordinary mystification ? that my 
sister and I had submitted to be robbed, as it were, of 
our own ages, and had not insisted on discovering which 
of us had come into the world first ? that our friends had 
not put an end to this sort of thing by comparing us 
personally, and discovering which was the elder sister by 
investigation of our faces ? To all this I replied : First, 
that I did certainly expect her to believe whatever I 
might say : Secondly, that what she was pleased to call 
the ' mystification ' had begun when we were both 
children ; that habit had made it familiar to us in the 
course of years ; and, above all, that we were too 
fond of our good father to ask for explanations which we 
knew by experience would distress him : Thirdly, that 
friends did try to discover, by personal examination, 
which was the elder sister, and differed perpetually in 
their conclusions ; also that we had amused ourselves by 
trying the same experiment before our looking-glasses, 
and that Eunice thought Helena was the oldest, and 
Helena thought Eunice was the oldest : Fourthly (and 
finally), that the Eeverend Mr. Gracedieu's cousin had 
better drop the subject, unless she was bent on making 
her presence in the house unendurable to the Eeverend 
Mr. Gracedieu himself. 

I write it with a sense of humiliation ; Miss Jillgall 
listened attentively to all I had to say — and then took 
me completely by surprise. This inquisitive, meddle- 
some, restless, impudent woman suddenly transformed 
herself into a perfect model of amiability and decorum. 
She actually said she agreed with me, and was much 
obliged for my good advice ! 

A stupid young woman, in my place, would have 
discovered that this was not natural, and that Miss 
Jillgall was presenting herself to me in disguise, to reach 
some secret end of her own. I am not a stupid young 
woman ; I ought to have had at my service penetration 
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enough to see through and through cousin Selina. Well ! 
cousin Selina was an impenetrable mystery to me. 

The one thing to be done was to watch her. I was at 
least sly enough to take up a book, and pretend to be 
reading it. How contemptible ! 

She looked round the room, and discovered our pretty 
writing-table ; a present to my father from his congrega- 
tion. After a little consideration, she sat down to write 
a letter. 

' When does the post go out ?' she asked. 

I mentioned the hour; and she began her letter. 
Before she could have written more than the first two or 
three lines, she turned round on her seat, and began 
talking to me. 

' Do you like writing letters, my dear ?' 

• Yes — but then I have not many letters to write.' 

' Only a few friends, Helena, but those few worthy to 
be loved ? My own case exactly. Has your father told 
you of my troubles ? Ah, I am glad of that. It spares 
me the sad necessity of confessing what I have suffered. 
Oh, how good my friends, my new friends, were to me in 
that dull little Belgian town ! One of them was generosity 
personified — ah, she had suffered, too! A vile husband 
who had deceived and deserted her. Oh, the men ! 
When she heard of the loss of my little fortune, that 
noble creature got up a subscription for me, and went 
round herself to collect. Think of what I owe to her! 
Ought I to let another day pass without writing to my 
benefactress ? Am I not bound in gratitude to make her 
happy in the knowledge of my happiness — I mean the 
refuge opened to me in this hospitable house ?' 

She twisted herself back again to the writing-table, and 
went on with her letter. 

I have not attempted to conceal my stupidity. Let 
me now record a partial recovery of my intelligence. 

It was not to be denied that Miss Jillgall had discovered 
a good reason for writing to her friend ; but I was at a 
loss to understand why she should have been so anxious 
to mention the reason. Was it possible — after the talk 
which had passed between us — that she had something 
mischievous to say in her letter, relating to my father or 
to me ? Was she afraid I might suspect this ? And had 
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she been so communicative for the purpose of leading my 
suspicions astray ? These were vague guesses ; but, try 
as I might, I could arrive at no clearer view of what was 
passing in Miss Jillgall's mind. What would I not have 
given to be able to look over her shoulder, without 
discovery ! 

She finished her letter, and put the address, and closed 
the envelope. Then she turned round towards me again. 

' Have you got a foreign postage-stamp, dear ?' 

If I could look at nothing else, I was resolved to look 
at her envelope. It was only necessary to go to the study, 
and to apply to my father. I returned with the foreign 
stamp, and I stuck it on the envelope with my own hand. 

There was nothing to interest ma in the address, as I 
ought to have foreseen, if I had not been too much excited 
for the exercise of a little common sense. Miss Jillgall's 
wonderful friend was only remarkable by her ugly foreign 
name — Mes. Tenbkuggen. 



CHAPTEE XVIII, 

Eunice's diahy. 

Here I am, writing my history of myself, once more, by 
my own bedside. Some unexpected events have happened 
while I have been away. One of them is the absence of 
my sister. 

Helena has left home on a visit to a northern town by 
the seaside. She is staying in the house of a minister 
(one of Papa's friends), and is occupying a position of 
dignity in which I should certainly lose my head. The 
minister and his wife and daughters propose to set up a 
"girls' Scripture Class, on the plan devised by Papa ; and 
<§3ey are at a loss, poor helpless people, to know how to 
begin. Helena has volunteered to set the thing going. 
And there she is now, advising everybody, governing 
everybody, encouraging everybody — issuing directions, 
finding fault, rewarding merit — oh, dear, let me put it all 
in one word, and say : thoroughly enjoying herself. 

Another event has happened, relating to Papa. It so 
distressed me that I even forgot to think of Philip — for a 
little while. 
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Travelling by railway (I suppose because I am not 
used to it) gives me the headache. When I got to our 
station here, I thought it would do me more good to walk 
home than to ride in the noisy omnibus. Half-way 
between the railway and the town, I met one of the 
doctors. He is a member of our congregation ; and he 
it was who recommended Papa, some time since, to give 
up his work as a minister and take a long holiday in 
foreign parts. 

' I am glad to have met with you,' the doctor said. 
' Your sister, I find, is away on a visit ; and I want to 
speak to one of you about your father.' 

It seemed that he had been observing Papa, in chapel, 
from what he called his own medical point of view. He 
did not conceal from me that he had drawn conclusions 
which made him feel uneasy. ' It may be anxiety,' he 
said, ' or it may be overwork. In either case, your father 
is in a state of nervous derangement, which is likely to 
lead to serious results — unless he takes the advice that I 
g we him when he last consulted me. There must be no 
more hesitation about it. Be careful not to irritate him 
— but remember that he must rest. You and your sister 
have some influence over him ; he won't listen to me.' 

Poor dear Papa ! I did see a change in him for the 
wjrse — though I had only been away for so short a time. 

When I put my arms round his neck, and kissed him, 
ho turned pale, and then flushed up suddenly : the tears 
cime into his eyes. Oh, it was hard to follow the doctor's 
alvice, and not to cry too ; but I succeeded in controlling 
myself. I sat on his knee, and made him tell me all 
that I have written here about Helena. This led to our 
talking next of the new lady, who is to live with us as a 
member of the family. I began to feel less uneasy at the 
prospect of being introduced to this stranger, when I 
heard that she was Papa's cousin. And when he men- 
tioned her name, and saw how it amused me, his poor 
worn face brightened into a smile. ' Go and find her,' 
he said, ' and introduce yourself. I want to hear, Eunice, 
if you and my cousin are likely to get on well together.' 

The servants told me that Miss Jillgallwasin the garden. 

I searched here, there, and everywhere, and failed to 
fjnd her, The place was so quiet, it looked so deliciously 



86 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

pure and bright, after smoky dreary London, that I sat 
down at the further end of the garden, and let my mind 
take me back to Philip. What was he doing at that 
moment, while I was thinking of him ? Perhaps he was 
in the company of other young ladies, who drew all his 
thoughts away to themselves ? Or perhaps he was writing 
to his father in Ireland, and saying something kindly and 
prettily about me ? Or perhaps he was looking forward, 
as anxiously as I do, to our meeting next week. 

I have had my plans, and I have changed my plans. 

On the railway journey, I thought I would tell Papa 
at once of the new happiness which seems to have put a 
new life into me. It would have been delightful to make 
my confession to that first and best and dearest of friends ; 
but my meeting with the doctor spoilt it all. After what 
he had said to me, I discovered a risk. If I ventured to 
tell Papa that my heart was set on a young gentleman 
who was a stranger to him, could I be sure that he would 
receive my confession favourably ? There was a chance 
that it might irritate him — and the fault would then be 
mine of doing what I had been warned to avoid. It might 
be safer in every way to wait till Philip paid his visit, 
and he and Papa had been introduced to each other and 
charmed with each other. Could Helena herself have 
arrived at a wiser conclusion ? I declare I felt proud of 
my own discretion. 

In this enjoyable frame of mind, I was disturbed by a 
woman's voice. The tone was a tone of distress, and the 
words reached my ears from the end of the garden : 
' Please, Miss, let me in.' 

A shrubbery marks the limit of our little bit of pleasure- 
ground. On the other side of it, there is a cottage stand- 
ing on the edge of the common. The most good-natured 
woman in the world lives here. She is our laundress — 
married to a stupid young fellow named Molly, and blest 
with a plump baby as sweet-tempered as herself. Think- 
ing it likely that the piteous voice which had disturbed 
me might be the voice of Mrs. Molly, I was astonished 
to hear her appealing to anybody (perhaps to me?) to 
' let her in.' So I passed through the shrubbery, wonder- 
ing whether the gate had been locked during my absence 
in London. No ; it was as easy to open as ever. 
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The cottage door was not closed. 

I saw our amiable laundress in the passage, on her 
knees, trying to open an inner door which seemed to be 
locked. She had her eye at the keyhole ; and, once 
again, she called out: 'Please, Miss, let me in.' I waited 
to see if the door would be opened — nothing happened. 
I waited again, to hear if some person inside would answer 
— nobody spoke. But somebody, or something, made a 
sound of splashing water on the other side of the door. 

I showed myself, and asked what was the matter. 

Mrs. Molly looked at me helplessly. She said : ' Miss 
Eunice, it's the baby.' 

' What has the baby done?' I inquired. 

Mrs. Molly got on her feet, and whispered in my ear : 
' You know he's a fine child?' 

1 Yes.' 

' Well, Miss, he's bewitched a lady.' 

•What lady?' 

' Miss Jillgall.' 

The very person I had been trying to find ! I asked 
where she was. 

The laundress pointed dolefully to the locked door : 
' In there.' 

' And where is your baby ?' 

The poor woman still pointed to the door : ' I'm begin- 
ning to doubt, Miss, whether it is my baby.' 

' Nonsense, Mrs. Molly. If it isn't yours, whose baby 
can it be ?' 

' Miss Jillgall's.* 

Her puzzled face made this singular reply more funny 
still. The splashing of water on the other side of the 
door began again. ' What is Miss Jillgall doing now ?' I 
said. 

' Washing the baby, Miss. A week ago, she came in 
here, one morning ; very pleasant and kind, I must own. 
She found me putting on the baby's things. She says : 
" What a cherub !" which I took as a compliment. She 
says : " I shall call again to-morrow." She called again 
so early that she found the baby in his crib. " You be 
a good soul," she says, " and go about your work, and 
leave the child to me." I says : " Yes, Miss, but please 
to wait till I've made him fit to be seen." She says', 
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" That's just what I mean to do myself." I stared ; and 
I think any other person would have done the same in 
my place. " If there's one thing more than another I 
enjoy," she says, "it's making myself useful. Mrs. Molly, 
I've taken a fancy to your boy-baby," she says, " and I 
mean to make myself useful to him." If you will believe 
it, Miss Jillgall has only let me have one opportunity of 
putting my own child tidy. She was late this morning, 
and I got my chance, and had the boy on my lap, dry- 
ing him — when in she burst like a blast of wind, and 
snatched the baby away from me. " This is your nasty 
temper," she says ; " I declare I'm ashamed of you !" 
And there she is, with the door locked against me, wash- 
ing the child all over again herself. Twice I've knocked, 
and asked her to let me in, and can't even get an answer. 
They do say. there's luck in odd numbers ; suppose I try 
again?' Mrs. Molly knocked, and the proverb proved to 
be true ; she got an answer from Miss Jillgall at last : 
' If you don't be quiet and go away, you shan't have the 
baby back at all.' Who could help it? — I burst out 
laughing. Miss Jillgall (as I supposed from the tone of 
her voice) took severe notice of this act of impropriety. 
' Who's that laughing ?' she called out ; ' give yourself a 
name.' I gave my name. The door was instantly thrown 
open with a bang. Papa's cousin appeared, in a dis- 
hevelled state, with splashes of soap and water all over 
her. She held the child in one arm, and she threw 
the other arm round my neck. ' Dearest Euneece, I have 
been longing to see you. How do you like Our baby ?' 

To the curious story of my introduction to Miss Jillgall, 
I ought perhaps to add that I have got to be friends with 
her already. I am the friend of anybody who amuses 
me. What will Helena say when she reads tL^s ? 



CHAPTEE XIX. 

EUNICES DIARY. 

When people are interested in some event that is comin^, 
do they find the dull days, passed in waiting for it, days 
which they are not able to remember when they look 
back ? This is my unfortunate case. Night after night, 



EUNICE S DIA R V. 89 

I have gone to bed without so much as opening my 
Journal. There was nothing worth writing about, nothing 
that I could recollect, until the postman came to-day. I 
ran downstairs, when I heard bis ring at the bell, and 
stopped Maria on her way to the study There, among 
Papa's usual handful of letters, was a letter for me. 

' Dear Miss Eunice, 

* * * -::• * * 

' Yours ever truly.' 

I quote the passages in Philip's letter which most 
deeply interested me — I am his dear Miss ; and he is 
mine ever truly. The other part of the letter told me 
that he had been detained in London, and he lamented it. 
At the end was a delightful announcement that he was 
coming to me by the afternoon train. I ran upstairs to 
see how I looked in the glass. 

My first feeling was regret. For the thousandth time, 
I was obliged to acknowledge that I was not as pretty 
as Helena. But this passed off. A cheering reflection 
occurred to me. Philip would not have found, in my 
sister's face, what seems to have interested him in my 
face. Besides, there is my figure. 

The pity of it is that I am so ignorant about some 
things. If I had been allowed to read novels, I might 
(judging by what Papa said against them in one of his 
sermons) have felt sure of my own attractions ; I might 
even have understood what Philip really thought of me. 
However, my mind was quite unexpectedly set at ease on 
the subject of my figure. The manner in which it hap- 
pened was so amusing — at least, so amusing to me — that 
I cannot resist mentioning it. 

My sister and I are forbidden to read newspapers, as 
well as novels. But the teachers at the Girls' Scripture 
Class are too old to be treated in this way. When the 
morning lessons were over, one of them was reading the 
newspaper to the other, in the empty schoolroom ; I 
being in the passage outside, putting on my cloak. 

It was a report of ' an application made to the magis- 
trates by the lady of his worship the Mayor.' Heaving 
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this, I stopped to listen. The lady of his worship (what 
a funny way of describing a man's wife !) is reported to be 
a little too fond of notoriety, and to like hearing the sound 
of her own voice on public occasions. But this is only 
my writing ; I had better get back to the report. ' In 
her address to the magistrates, the Mayoress stated that 
she had seen a disgusting photograph in the shop window 
of a stationer, lately established in the town. She de- 
sired to bring this person within reach of the law, and 
to have all his copies of the shameless photograph de- 
stroyed. The usher of the court was thereupon sent to 
purchase the photograph.' — On second thoughts, I prefer 
going back to my own writing again ; it is so uninterest- 
ing to copy other people's writing. Two of the magis- 
trates were doing justice. They looked at the photograph 
— and what did it represent ? The famous statue called 
the Venus de f Medici ! One of the magistrates took this 
discovery indignantly. He was shocked at the gross 
ignorance which could call the classic ideal of beauty and 
grace a disgusting work. The other one made polite 
allowances. He thought the lady was much to be pitied; 
she was evidently the innocent victim of a neglected 
education. Mrs. Mayor left the court in a rage, telling 
the justices she knew where to get law. ' I shall expose 
Venus,' she said, ' to the Lord Chancellor.' 

When the Scripture Class had broken up for the day, 
duty ought to have taken me home. Curiosity led me 
astray — I mean, led me to the stationer's window. 

There I found our two teachers, absorbed in the photo- 
graph ; having got to the shop first by a short cut. They 
seemed to think I had taken a liberty when I joined 
them. 'We are here,' they were careful to explain, 'to 
get a lesson in the ideal of beauty and grace.' There was 
quite a little crowd of townsfolk collected before the 
window. Some of them giggled; and some of them 
wondered whether it was taken from the life. For my 
own part, gratitude to Venus obliges me to own that she 
effected a great improvement in the state of my mind. 
She encouraged me. If that stumpy little creature — with 
no waist, and oh, such uncertain legs ! — represented the 
ideal of beauty and grace, I had reason indeed to be 
satisfied with my own figure, and to think it quite possible 
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that my sweetheart's favourable opinion of rne was not 
ill-bestowed. 

I was at the bedroom window when the time ap- 
proached for Philip's arrival. 

Quite at the far end of the road, I discovered him. He 
was on foot ; he walked like a King. Not that I ever 
saw a King, but I have my ideal. Ah, what a smile he 
gave me, when I made him look up by waving my hand- 
kerchief out of the window ! ' Ask for Papa, ' I whispered 
as he ascended the house-steps. 

The next thing to do was to wait, as patiently as I 
could, to be sent for downstairs. Maria came to me in a 
state of excitement. 'Oh, Miss, what a handsome young 

gentleman, and how beautifully dressed ! Is he ?' 

Instead of finishing what she had to say, she looked at 
me with a sly smile. I looked at her with a sly smile. 
We were certainly a couple of fools. But, dear me, how 
happy sometimes a fool can be ! 

My enjoyment of that delightful time was checked 
when I went into the drawing-room. 

I had expected to see Papa's face made beautiful by his 
winning smile. He was not only serious ; he actually 
seemed to be ill at ease when he looked at me. At the 
same time, I saw nothing to make me conclude that 
Philip had produced an unfavourable impression. The 
truth is, we were all three on our best behaviour, and we 
showed it. Philip had brought with him a letter from 
Mrs. Staveley, introducing him to Papa. We spoke of 
the Staveleys, of the weather, of the Cathedral— and 
then there seemed to be nothing more left to talk about. 

In the silence that followed — what a dreadful thing 
silence is ! Papa was sent for to see somebody who had 
called on business. He made his excuses in his sweetest 
manner, but still seriously. When he and Philip had 
shaken hands, would he leave us together? No; he 
waited. Poor Philip had no choice but to take leave of 
me. Papa then went out by the door that led into his 
study, and I was left alone. 

Can any words say how wretched I felt ? 

I had hoped so much from that first meeting — and 
where were my hopes now ? A profane wish that I had 
never been born was finding its way into my mind, when 
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the door of the room was opened softly, from the side of 
the passage. Maria, dear Maria, the best friend I have, 
peeped in. She whispered : ' Go into the garden, Miss, 
and you will find somebody there who is dying to see you. 
Mind you let him out by the shrubbery gate.' I squeezed 
her hand ; I asked if she had tried the shrubbery gate 
with a sweetheart of her own. ' Hundreds of times, 
Miss.' 

Was it wrong for me to go to Philip in the garden ? 
Oh, there is no end to objections ! Perhaps I did it 
because, it was wrong, Perhaps I had been kept on my 
best behaviour too long for human endurance. 

How sadly disappointed he looked ! And how rashly 
he had placed himself just where he could be seen from 
the back windows ! I took his arm and led him to the 
end of the garden. There, we were out of the reach of 
inquisitive eyes ; and there we sat down together, under 
the big mulberry tree. 

' Oh, Eunice, your father doesn't like me !' 

Those were his first words. In justice to Papa (and a 
little for my own sake too) I told him he was quite wrong. 
I said : ' Trust my father's goodness, trust his kindness, 
as I do.' 

He made no reply. His silence was sufficiently ex- 
pressive ; he looked at me fondly. 

I may be wrong, but fond looks surely require an 
acknowledgment of some kind? Is a young woman 
guilty of boldness who only follows her impulses? I 
slipped my hand into his hand. Philip seemed to like it. 
We returned to our conversation. 

He began : ' Tell me, dear, is Mr. Gracedieu always as 
serious as he is to-day?' 

' Oh no !' 

' When he takes exercise, does he ride ? or does he 
walk ?' 

' Papa alwavs walks.' 

' By himself"?' 

' Sometimes by himself. Sometimes with me. Do you 
want to meet him when he goes out ?' 

' Yes.' 

' When he is out with me ?' 

1 No, When he is out by himself,* 
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Was it possible to tell me more plainly that I was not 
Wanted ? I did my best to express indignation by snatch- 
ing my hand away from him. He was completely taken 
by surprise. 

' Eunice ! don't you understand me ?' 

I was as stupid and as disagreeable as I could possibly 
be : ' No ; I don't !' 

' Then let me help you,' he said, with a patience which 
I had not deserved. 

Up to that moment I had been leaning against the 
back of a garden chair. Something else now got between 
me and my chair. It stole round my waist — it held me 
gently — it strengthened its hold — it improved my temper 
— it made me fit to understand him. All done by what ? 
Only an arm ! 

Philip went on : 

' I want to ask your father to do me the greatest of all 
favours' — and there is no time to lose. Every day, I 
expect to get a letter which may recall me to Ireland.' 

My heart sank at this horrid prospect ; and in some 
mysterious way my head must have felt it too. I mean 
that I found my head resting on his shoulder. He went 
on : 

' How am I to get my opportunity of speaking to Mr. 
Gracedieu ? I mustn't call on him again as soon as to- 
morrow or next day. But I might meet him, out walking 
alone, if you will tell me how to do it. A note to my 
hotel is all I want. Don't tremble, my sweet. If you 
are not present at the time, do you see any objection to 
my owning to your father that I love you ?' 

I felt his delicate consideration for me — I did indeed 
feel it gratefully. If he only spoke first, how well I 
should get on with Papa afterwards ! The prospect 
before me was exquisitely encouraging. I agreed with 
Philip in everything; and I waited (how eagerly was 
only known to myself) to hear what he would say to me 
next. He prophesied next : 

' When I have told your father that I love you, he wiil 
expect me to tell him something else. Can you guess 
what it is ?' 

If I had not been confused, perhaps I might have 
found the answer to this. As it was, I left him to reply 
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to himself. He did it, in words which I shall remember 
as long as I live. 

' Dearest Eunice, when your father has heard my con- 
fession, he will suspect that there is another confession 
to follow it — he will want to know if you love me. My 
angel, will my hopes be your hopes too, when I answer 
him?' 

What there was in this to make my heart beat so 
violently that I felt as if I was being stifled, is more than 
I can tell. He leaned so close to me, so tenderly, so de- 
lightfully close, that our faces nearly touched. He 
whispered : ' Say you love me, in a kiss !' 

His lips touched my lips, pressed them, dwelt on them 
■ — oh, how can I tell of it ! Some new enchantment of 
feeling ran deliciously through and through me. I forgot 
my own self ; I only knew of one person in the world. 
He was master of my lips ; he was master of my heart. 
When he whispered, ' Kiss me,' I kissed. What a 
moment it was ! A faintness stole over me ; I felt as if 
I was going to die some exquisite death ; I laid myself 
back away from him — I was not able to speak. There 
was no need for it ; my thoughts and his thoughts were 
one — he knew that I was quite overcome ; he saw that 
he must leave me to recover myself alone. I pointed to 
the shrubbery gate. We took one long last look at each 
other for that day ; the trees hid him ; I was left by 
myself. 

CHAPTEE XX. 
Eunice's diaey. 

How long a time passed before my composure came back 
to me, I cannot remember now. It seemed as if I was 
waiting through some interval of my life that was a 
mystery to myself. I was content to wait, and feel the 
light evening air in the garden wafting happiness over 
me. And all this had come from a kiss ! I can call the 
time to mind when I used to wonder why people made 
such a fuss about kissing. 

I had been indebted to Maria for my first taste of 
Paradise. I was recalled by Maria to the world that I 
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had been accustomed to live in ; the world that was be- 
ginning to fade away in my memory already. She had 
been sent to the garden in search of me ; and she had a 
word of advice to offer, after noticing my face when I 
stepped out of the shadow of the tree : ' Try to look 
more like yourself, Miss, before you let them see you at 
the tea-table.' 

Papa and Miss Jillgall were sitting together talking, 
when I opened the door. They left off when they saw 
me ; and I supposed, quite correctly as it turned out, 
that I had been one of the subjects in their course of 
conversation. My poor father seemed to be sadly anxious 
and out of sorts.. Miss Jillgall, if I had been in the 
humour to enjoy it, would have been more amusing than 
ever. One of her funny little eyes persisted in winking 
at me ; and her heavy foot had something to say to my 
foot, under the table, which meant a great deal perhaps, 
but which only succeeded in hurting me. 

My father left us ; and Miss Jillgall explained herself. 

' I know, dearest Euneece, that we have only been 
acquainted for a day or two, and that I ought not per- 
haps to have expected you to confide in me so soon. Can 
I trust you not to betray me if I set an example of con- 
fidence ? Ah, I see I can trust you! And, my dear, 
I do so enjoy telling secrets to a friend. Hush ! Your 
father, your excellent father, has been talking to me 
about young Mr. Dunboyne.' 

She provokingly stopped there. I entreated her to go 
on. She invited me to sit on her knee. ' I want to 
whisper,' she said. It was too ridiculous — but I did it. 
Miss Jillgall's whisper told me serious news. 

' The minister has some reason, Euneece, for disap- 
proving of Mr. Dunboyne ; but, mind this, I don't think 
he has a bad opinion of the young man himself. He is 
going to return Mr. Dunboyne's call. Oh, I do so hate 
formality ; I really can't go on talking of Mr. Dunboyne. 
Tell me his Christian name. Ah, what a noble name ! 
How I long to be useful to him ! To-morrow, my dear, 
after the one o'clock dinner, your Papa will call on 
Philip, at his hotel. I hope he won't be out, just at the 
wrong time.' 
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I resolved to prevent that unlucky accident by writing 
to Philip. If Miss Jillgall would have allowed it, I 
should have begun my letter at once. But she had more 
to say; and she was stronger than I was, and still kept 
me on her knee. 

' It all looks bright enough so far, doesn't it, dear 
sister? "Will you let me be your second sister? I do so 
love you, Euneece. Thank you ' thank you ! But the 
gloomy side of the picture is to come next. The minis- 
ter — no ! now I am your sister I must call him Papa ; it 
makes me feel so young again ! Well, then, Papa has 
asked me to be your companion whenever yon go out. 
" Euneece is too young and too attractive to be walking 
about this great town (in Helena s absence) by herself." 
That was how he put it. Slyly enough, if one may say 
so of so good <l man. And be used your sister (didn't 
he?) as a kind of excuse. I wish your sister was as nice 
as you are. However, the point is, why am I to be 
your companion ? Because, dear child, you and your 
young gentleman are not to make appointments and to 
meet each other alone. Oh, yes — that's it ! Your father 
is quite vailing to return Philip's call ; he proposes (as a 
matter of civility to Mrs. Staveiey) to ask Philip to 
dinner ; but, mark my words, he doesn't mean to let 
Philip have you for his wife.' 

I jumped off her lap ; it was horrible to hear her. 
' Oh, 1 I said, ' can you be right about it ?' 

Miss Jillgall jumped up too. She has foreign ways of 
shrugging her shoulders and making signs with her hands. 
On this occasion she laid both bands on the upper part 
of her dress, just below her throat, and mysteriously 
shook her head. 

' When my views are directed by my affections,' she 
assured me, ' I never see wrong. My bosom is my 
strong point.' 

She has no bosom, poor soul — but I understood what 
she meant. It failed to have any soothing effect on my 
feelings. I felt grieved and angry and puzzled, all in 
one. Miss Jillgall stood looking at me, with her hands 
still on the place where her bosom was supposed to be. 
She made my temper hotter than ever, 

' I mean to marry Philip,' I said. 
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' Certainly, my dear Eunecco. But please don't be so 
fierce about it.' 

' If my father does really object to my marriage,' I 
went on, ' it must be because he dislikes Philip. Tlicro 
can be no other reason.' 

' Oh, yes, dear — there can.' 

' What is the reason, then ?' 

' That, my sweet girl, is ouo of tho things that wo 
have got to iind out.' 

***#■** 

The post of this morning brought a letter from my 
sister. We were to expect her return by the next day's 
train. This was good news. Philip and I might stand 
in need of clever Helena's help, and we might bo sure of 
getting it now. 

In writing to Philip, I had asked him to let me hear 
how Papa and he had got on at tho hotel. 

I won't say how often I consulted my watch, or how 
often I looked out of the window for a man with a letter 
in his hand. It will be better to get on at once to tho 
discouraging end of it, when the report of the interview 
reached me at last. Twice, Philip had attempted to ask 
for my hand in marriage — and twice my father had ' de- 
liberately, obstinately ' (Philip's own words) changed tho 
subject. Even this was not all. As if ho was deter- 
mined to show that Miss Jillgall was perfectly right, and 
I perfectly wrong, Tapa (civil to Philip as long as he did 
not talk of Me) had asked him to dine with us, and 
.Philip had accepted the invitation! 

What were we to think of it ? What were we to do ? 

I wrote back to my dear love (so cruelly used) to tell 
him that Helena was expected to return on the next day, 
and that her opinion would bo of the greatest value to 
both of us. In a postscript I mentioned tho hour at 
which we were going to the station to meet my sister. 
When I say ' we,' I mean Miss Jillgall as well as myself. 
* * * -;:- ■* * 

We found him waiting for us at the railway. I am 
afraid he resented Papa s incomprehensible resolution not 
to give him a hearing, lie was silent and sullen. I 
could not conceal that to see this state of feeling 
diotre^ed me. He showed how trulv he deserved to be 

7 
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loved — be begged my pardon, and he became his own 
sweet self again directly. I am more determined to 
marry him than ever. 

When the train entered the station, all the carriages 
were full. I went one way, thinking I had seen Helena. 
Miss Jillgall went the other way, under the same im- 
pression. Philip was a little way behind me. 

Not seeing my sister, I had just turned back, when a 
young man jumped out of a carriage, opposite Philip, and 
recognised and shook hands with him. I was just near 
enough to hear the stranger say, ' Look at the girl in our 
carriage.' Philip looked. ' What a charming creature !' 
he said, and then checked himself for fear the young lady 
should hear him. She had just handed her travelling 
bag and wraps to a porter, and was getting out. Philip 
politely offered his hand to help her. She looked my 
way, The charming creature of my sweetheart's admira- 
tion was, to my infinite amusement, Helena herself. 



CHAPTER XXL 

Helena's diaky. 

The day of my return marks an occasion which I am not 
likely to forget. Hours have passed since I came home 
— and my agitation still forbids the thought of repose. 

As I sit at my desk I see Eunice in bed, sleeping 
peacefully, except when she is murmuring enjoyment in 
some happy dream. To what end has my sister been 
advancing blindfold, and (who knows ?) dragging me with 
her, since that disastrous visit to our friends in London ? 
Strange that there should be a leaven of superstition in 
my nature ! Strange that I should feel fear of something 
— I hardly know what ! 

I have met somewhere (perhaps in my historical 
reading) with the expression : ' A chain of events.' Was 
I at the beginning of that chain, when I entered the 
railway carriage on my journey home ? 

Among the other. passengers there was a young gentle- 
man, accompanied by a lady who proved to be his sister. 
They were both well- bred people. The brother evidently 
admired me, and did his best to make himself agreeable. 
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Time passed quickly in pleasant talk, and my vanity wag 
nattered — and that was all. 

My fellow-travellers were going on to London. When 
the train reached our station the young lady sent her 
brother to buy some fruit, which she saw in the window 
of the refreshment-room. The first man whom he 
encountered on the platform was one of his friends, to 
whom he said something which I failed to hear. When 
I handed my travelling bag and my wraps to the porter, 
and showed myself at the carriage door, I heard the 
friend say : ' What a charming creature !' Having 
nothing to conceal in a journal which I protect by a 
lock, I may own that the stranger's personal appearanca 
struck me, and that what I felt this time was not 
flattered vanity, but gratified pride. He was young, he 
was remarkably handsome, he was a distinguished- 
looking man. 

All this happened in one moment. In the moment that 
followed, I found myself in Eunice's arms. That odious 
person, Miss Jillgall, insisted on embracing me next. 
And then I was conscious of an indescribable feeling of 
surprise. Eunice presented the distinguished-looking 
gentleman to me as a friend of hers — Mr. Philip Dunboyne. 
' I had the honour of meeting your sister,' he said, ' in 
London, at Mr. Staveley's house.' He went on to speak 
easily and gracefully of the journey I had taken, and of 
his friend who had been my fellow-travelfcr ; and he 
attended us to the railway omnibus before he took his 
leave. I observed that Eunice had something to say to 
him confidentially, before they parted. This was another 
example of my sister's childish character ; she is instantly 
familiar with new acquaintances, if she happens to like 
them. I anticipated some amusement from hearing how 
she had contrived to establish confidential relations with 
a highly-cultivated man like Mr. Dunboyne. But, while 
Miss Jillgall was with us, it was just as well to keep 
within the limits of common-place conversation. 

Before we got out of the omnibus I had, however, 
observed one undesirable) result of my absence from 
home. Eunice and Miss Jillgall — the latter having, no 
doubt, finely flattered the former — appeared to have takea 
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Two curious circumstances also caught my attention. 
I saw a change to, what I call self-assertion, in my 
sister's manner ; something seemed to have raised her in 
her own estimation. Then, again, Miss Jillgall was not 
like her customary self. She had delightful moments of 
silence ; and when Eunice asked how I liked Mr. Dun- 
boyne, she listened to my reply with an appearance of 
interest in her ugly face, which was quite a new revela- 
tion in my experience of my father's cousin. 

These little discoveries (after what I had already 
observed at the railway-station) ought perhaps to have 
prepared me for what was to come, when my sister and 
I were alone in our room. But Eunice, whether she 
meant to do it or not, baffled my customary penetration. 
She looked-as if she had plenty of news to tell me — with 
some obstacle in the way of doing it, which appeared to 
amuse instead of annoying her. If there is one thing 
more than another that I hate, it is being puzzled. I 
asked at once if anything remarkable had happened 
during Eunice's visit to London. 

She smiled mischievously. ' I have got a delicious 
surprise for you, my dear ; and I do so enjoy prolonging 
it. Tell me, Helena, what did you propose we should 
both do when we found ourselves at home again ?' 

My memory was at fault. Eunice's good spirits became 
absolutely boisterous. She called out : ' Catch !' and 
tossed her journal into my hands, across the whole length 
of the room. ' We were to read each other's diaries,' she 
said. ' There is mine to begin with.' 

Innocent of any suspicion of the true state of affairs, I 
began the reading of Eunice's journal. 

If I had not seen the familiar handwriting, nothing 
would have induced me to believe that a girl brought up 
in a pious household, the well-beloved daughter of a 
distinguished Congregational Minister, could have written 
that shameless record of passions unknown to young 
ladies in respectable English life. "What to say, what to 
do, when I had closed the book, was more than I felt 
myself equal to decide. My wretched sister spared me 
the anxiety which I might otherwise have felt. It was 
she who first opened her lips, after the silence that had 
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fallen on us while I was reading. These were literally 
the words that she said : 

' My darling, why don't you congratulate me ?' 

No argument could have persuaded me, as this per- 
suaded me, that all sisterly remonstrance on my part 
would be completely thrown away. 

•' My dear Eunice,' I said, ' let me beg you to excuse 
me. I am waiting ' 

There she interrupted me — and, oh, in what an impu- 
dent manner ! She took my chin between her ringer and 
thumb, and lifted my downcast face, and looked at me 
with an appearance of eager expectation which I was 
quite at a loss to understand. 

' You have been away from home, too,' she said. ' Do 
I see in this serious face some astonishing news waiting 
to overpower me ? Have you found a sweetheart ? Are 
you engaged to be married ?' 

I only put her hand away from me, and advised her to 
return to her chair. This perfectly harmless proceeding 
seemed absolutely to frighten her. 

' Oh, my dear,' she burst out, ' surely you are not 
jealous of me ?' 

There was but one possible reply to this : I laughed at 
it. Is Eunice's head turned? She kissed me ! 

' Now you laugh,' she said, ' I begin to understand you 
again ; I ought to have known that you are superior to 
jealousy. But, do tell me, would it be so very wonderful 
if other girls found something to envy in my good luck ? 
Just think of it ! Such a handsome man, such an agree- 
able man, such a clever man, such a rich man — and, not 
the least of his merits, by-the-bye, a man who admires 
You. Come ! if you won't congratulate me, congratulate 
yourself on having such a brother-indaw in prospect !' 

Her head was turned. I drew the poor soul's attention 
compassionately to what I had said a mo. ient since. 

' Pardon me, dear, for reminding you that I have not 
yet refused to offer my congratulations. I only told you 
I was waiting.' 

' For what ?' 

' Waiting, of course, to hear what my father thinks of 
your wonderful good luck.' 

This explanation, offered with the kindest intentions, 
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produced another change in my very variable sister. I 
nad extinguished her good spirits as I might have extin- 
guished a light. She sat down by me, and sighed in the 
saddest manner. The heart must be hard indeed which 
can resist the distress of a person who is dear to us. I 
put my arm round her ; she was becoming once more the 
Eunice whom I so dearly loved. 

* My poor child,' I said, ' don't distress yourelf by 
speaking of it ; I understand. Your father objects to 
your marrying Mr. Dunboyne.' 

She shook her head. 'I can't exactly say, Helena, that 
Papa does that. He only behaves very strangely.' 

' Am I indiscreet, dear, if I ask in what way father's 
behaviour has surprised you ?' 

She was quite willing to enlighten me. It was a simple 
little story which, to my mind, sufficiently explained the 
strange behaviour that had puzzled my unfortunate sister. 

There could indeed be no doubt that my father con- 
sidered Eunice far too childish in character, as yet, to 
undertake the duties of matrimony But, with his cus- 
tomary delicacy, and dread of causing distress to others, 
he had deferred the disagreeable duty of communicating 
his opinion to Mr. Dunboyne. The adverse decision 
must, however, be sooner or later announced; and he had 
arranged to inflict disappointment, as tenderly as might 
be, at his own table. 

Considerately leaving Eunice in the enjoyment of any 
vain hopes which she may have founded on the event of 
the dinner-party, I passed the evening until supper-time 
came in the study with my father. 

Our talk was mainly devoted to the worthy people with 
whom I had been staying, and whose new schools I had 
helped to found. Not a word was said relating to my 
sister, or to Mr. Dunboyne. Poor father looked so sadly 
weary and ill that I ventured, after what the doctor had 
said to Eunice, to hint at the value of rest and change of 
scene to an overworked man. Oh, dear me, he frowned, 
and waved the subject away from him impatiently, with 
a wan pale hand. 

After supper, I made an unpleasant discovery. 
Not having completely finished the unpacking of my 
boxes, I left Miss Jillgall and Eunice in the drawing- 
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room, and went upstairs. In half an hour I returned, and 
found the room empty. What had become of them ? It 
was a fine moonlight night ; I stepped into the back 
drawing-room, and looked out of the window. There they 
were, walking arm-in-arm with their heads close together, 
deep in talk. With my knowledge of Miss Jillgall, I call 
this a bad sign. 

An odd thought has just come to me. I wonder what 
might have happened, if I had been visiting at Mrs. 
Staveley's, instead of Eunice, and if Mr. Dunboyne had 
seen me first. 

Absurd ! If I was not too tired to do anything more, 
those last lines should be scratched out. 



CHAPTEE XXII. 

Eunice's diary. 

I said so to Miss Jillgall, and I say it again here. Nothing 
will induce me to think ill of Helena. 

My sister is a good deal tired, and a little out of temper 
after the railway journey. This is exactly what happened 
to me when I went to London. I attribute her refusal 
to let me read her journal, after she had read mine, 
entirely to the disagreeable consequences of travelling by 
railway. Miss Jillgall accounted for it otherwise, in her 
own funny manner : ' My sweet child, your sister's diary 
is full of abuse of poor me.' I humoured the joke : 
' Dearest Selina, keep a diary of your own, and fill it with 
abuse of my sister.' This seemed to be a droll saying at 
the time. But it doesn't look particularly amusing, now 
it is written down. We had ginger wine at supper, to 
celebrate Helena's return. Although I only drank one 
glass, I dare say it may have got into my head. 

However that may be, when the lovely moonlight 
tempted us into the garden, there was an end to our 
jokes. We had something to talk about which still 
dwells disagreeably on my mind. 

Miss Jillgall began it. 

' If I trust you, clearest Euneece, with my own precious 
secrets, shall I never, never, never live to repent it ?' 
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I told my good little friend that she might depend on 
me, provided her secrets did no harm to any person 
whom I loved. 

She clasped her hands and looked up at the moon — I 
can only suppose that her sentiments overpowered her. 
She said, very prettily, that her heart and my heart beat 
together in heavenly harmony. It is needless to add 
that this satisfied me. 

Miss Jillgall's generous confidence in my discretion was, 
I am afraid, not rewarded as it ought to have been. I 
found her tiresome at first. 

She spoke of an excellent friend (a lady), who had 
helped her, at the time when she lost her little fortune, by 
raising a subscription privately to pay the expenses of her 
return to England. Her friend's name — not very attrac- 
tive to English ears — was Mrs. Tenbruggen; they had 
first become acquainted under interesting circumstances. 
Miss Jillgall happened to mention that my father was her 
only living relative ; and it turned out that Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen was familiar with his name, and reverenced his 
fame as a preacher. When he had generously received 
his poor helpless cousin under his own roof, Miss Jillgall's 
gratitude and sense of duty impelled her to write, and 
tell Mrs. Tenbruggen how happy she was as a member of 
our family. 

Let me confess that I began to listen more attentively 
when the narrative reached this point. 

' I drew a little picture of our domestic circle here,' 
Miss Jillgall said, describing her letter ; ' and I mentioned 
the mystery in which Mr. Gracedieu conceals the ages of 
you two dear girls. Mrs. Tenbruggen — shall we shorten 
her ugly name, and call her Mrs. T.? Very well — Mrs. 
T. is a remarkably clever woman, and I looked for in- 
teresting results, if she would give her opinion of the 
mysterious circumstance mentioned in my letter.' 

By this time, I was all eagerness to hear more. 

' Has she written to you ?' I asked. 

Miss Jillgall looked at me affectionately, and took the 
reply out of her pocket. 

' Listen, Euneece ; and you shall hear her own words. 
Thus she writes : 

' " Your letter, dear Selina, especially interests me by 
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what it says about the two Miss Gracedieus." — Look, 
dear; she underlines the word Two. Why, I can't 
explain. Can you ? Ah, I thought not. Well, let us 
get back to the letter. My accomplished friend continues 
in these terms : 

' " I can understand the surprise which you have felt at 
the strange course taken by their father, as a means of 
concealing the difference which there must in the ages 
of these young ladies. Many years since, I happened to 
discover a romantic incident in the life of your popular 
preacher, which he has his reasons, as I suspect, for 
keeping strictly to himself. If I may venture on a bold 
guess, I should say that any person who could discover 
which was the oldest of the two daughters, would be also 
likely to discover the true nature of the romance in Mr. 
Gracedieu's life." — Isn't that very remarkable, Euneece? 
You don't seem to see it — you funny child ! Pray pay 
particular attention to what comes next. These are the 
closing sentences in my friend's letter : 

'"If you find anything new to tell me which relates to 
this interesting subject, direct your letter as before — pro- 
vided you write within a week from the present time. 
Afterwards, my letters will be received by the English 
physician whose card I enclose. You will be pleased to 
hear that my professional interests call me to London at 
the earliest moment that I can spare." — There, dear 
child, the letter comes to an end. I dare say you wonder 
what Mrs. T. means, when she alludes to her professional 
interests ?' 

No : I was not wondering about anything. It hurt me 
to hear of a strange woman exercising her ingenuity in 
guessing at mysteries in Papa's life. 

But Miss Jillgall was too eagerly bent on setting forth 
the merits of her friend to notice this. I now heard that 
Mrs. T.'s marriage had turned out badly, and that she 
had been reduced to earn her own bread. Her manner 
of doing this was something quite new to me. She went 
about, from one place to another, curing people of all 
sorts of painful maladies, by a way she had of rubbing 
them with her hands. In Belgium she was called a 
' Masseuse.' When I asked what this meant in English, 
I was told, ' Medical Bubber,' and that the fame of 
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Mrs. T.'s wonderful cures had reached some of the 
medical newspapers published in London. 

After listening (I must say for myself) very patiently, 
I was bold enough to own that my interest in what I had 
just heard was not quite so plain to me as I could have 
wished it to be. 

Miss Jillgall looked shocked at my stupidity. She 
reminded me that there was a mystery in Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen's letter, and a mystery in Papa's strange conduct 
towards Philip. ' Put two and two together, darling,' 
sbe said ; ' and, one of these days, they may make four.' 

If this meant anything, it meant that the reason which 
made Papa keep Helena's age and my age unknown to 
everybody but himself, was also the reason why he 
eeenied to be so strangely unwilling to let me be Philip's 
wife. I really could not endure to take such a view of it 
a? that, and begged Miss Jillgall to drop the subject. She 
was as kind as ever. 

' With all my heart, dear. But don't. deceive yourself 
— the subject will turn up again when vre least expect it.' 



CHAPTEE XXIII. 

Eunice's diaey. 

Only two days now, before we give our little dinner- 
party, and Philip finds his opportunity of speaking to 
Papa. Oh, how I wish that day had come and gone ! 

I try not to take gloomy views of things ; but I am not 
quite so happy as I had expected to be when my dear 
was in the same town with me. If Papa had encouraged 
him to call again, we might have had some precious time 
to ourselves. As it is, we can only meet in the different 
show-places in the town — with Helena on one side, and 
Miss Jillgall on the other, to take care of us. I do call 
it cruel not to let two young people love each other, 
without setting third persons to watch them. If I was 
Queen of England, I would have pretty private bowers 
made for lovers, in the summer, and nice warm little 
rooms to hold two, in the winter. Why not *? What 
harm could come of it, I should like to know ? 

The cathedral is the place of meeting which we find 
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most convenient, under the circumstances. There are 
delightful nooks and corners about this celebrated build- 
ing, in 'which lovers can lag behind. If we had been in 
Papa's chapel I should have hesitated to turn it to such 
a profane use as this ; the cathedral doesn't so much 
matter. 

Shall I own that I felt my inferiority to Helena a little 
keenly ? She could tell Philip so many things that I 
should have liked to tell him first. My clever sister taught 
him how to pronounce the name of the bish<--i who began 
building the cathedral; she led him over tne crypt, and 
told him how old it was. He was interested in the crypt; 
he talked to Helena (not to me) of his ambition to write 
a work on cathedral architecture in England ; he made a 
rough little sketch in his book of our famous tomb of 
some King. Helena knew the late royal personages 
name, and Philip showed his sketch to her before he 
showed it to me. How can I blame him, when I stood 
there the picture of stupidity, trying to recollect some- 
thing that I might tell him, if it was only the Dean's 
name '? Helena might have whispered it to me, I think. 
She remembered it, not I — and mentioned it to Philip, of 
course. I kept close by him all the time, and now and 
then he gave me a look which raised my spirits. He 
might have given me something better than that — I mean 
a kiss — when we had left the cathedral, and were by 
ourselves for a moment in a corner of the Dean's garden. 
But he missed the opportunity. Perhaps he was afraid 
of the Dean himself coming that way, and happening to 
see us. However, I am far from thinking the worse of 
Philip. I gave his arm a little squeeze — and that was 
better than nothing. 

****** 

He and I took a walk along the bank of the river to- 
day ; my sister and Miss Jillgall looking after us as usual. 

On our way through the town, Helena stopped to give 
an order at a shop. She asked us to wait for her. That 
best of good creatures, Miss Jillgall, whispered in my 
car : ' Go on by yourselves, and leave me to wait for 
her.' Philip interpreted this act of kindness in a manner 
which would have vexed me, if I had not understood 
that it was one of his jokes. He said to me; ' Misa 
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Jillgall sees a chance of annoying your sister, ami enjoys 
tlio prospect. 

A\ ell, away we went together ; it \v:is just, what I 
wanted; it gave, mo an opportunity of saving something 
lo Philip, between ourselves. 

I could now beg of him, in his interests and mine, lo 
make the best of himself when lie eame (o dinner. Clever 
people, I told .him, were people whom Papa liked and 
admired. I said: 'Let him see, dear, how clever t/ou, 
are, and how many things you know— and you can't 
imagine what a high place you will have in his opinion. 
T hope you don't think 1 am taking too much on nnsolf 
in telling you how to behave.' 

Ho relieved that doubt in a. manner which T despair of 
describing. His eves rested on mo with such a, look of 
exquisite sweetness and love, that 1 was obliged to hold 
by his arm, J trembled so with the pleasure of feeling 
it. 

' I do sincerely believe-' he said, ' that you are the most 
innocent girl, the sweetest, truest girl that over lived. L 
wish 1 was a better man, Eunice ; 1 wish I was good 
enough to be worthy of you !' 

To hear him speak oi himself in (hat way jarred on 
me. \{ such words had fallen from any other man s lips, 
1 should have been afraid that, he had done something, 
or thought something, of which he had reason to feel 
ashamed. "With 'Philip this was impossible. 

]!e was eager to walk on rapidly, and to turn a corner 
in the path, before we could be seen. ' 1 want to bo 
alone with you,' he said. 

1 looked baclc. W'e were loo late; Helena and l\liss 
Jillgall had nearly overtaken us. My sister was on the 
point of speaking lo .Philip, when she seemed to change 
her mind, and only looked at him. Instead of looking 
at her in return, he kept his eves cast, down, and drew 
figures on the. pathway with his stick. 1 think Helena 
was out of temper; she suddenly turned my way ' Why 
didn't you Yva.it for me?' she asked. 

Philip took her up sharply ' If Eunice likes seeing 
the river boiler than wailing in the street,' ho said, ' isn't 
fche free to do as she plea.ses?' 

Helena said nothing more; Philip walked on sknvly by 
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himself. Not knowing what to make of it, I turned to 
Miss Jillgall. 

' Surely Philip can't have quarrelled with Helena ?' I 
said. 

Miss Jillgall answered in an odd off-hand manner: 'Not 
he ! He is a great deal more likely to have quarrelled 
with himself.' 

< Why ?' 

' Suppose you ask him why ?' 

It was not to be thought of ; it would have looked like 
prying into his thoughts.. ' Selina !' I said, ' there is 
something odd about you to-day. What is the matter ? 
I don't understand you.' 

' My poor dear, you will find yourself understanding 
me before long.' I thought I saw something like pity in 
her face when she said that. 

' My poor dear ?' I repeated. ' What makes you speak 
to me in that way ?' 

' I don't know — I'm tired ; I'm an old fool — I'll go 
back to the house.' 

Without another word, she left me. I turned to look 
for Philip, and saw that my sister had joined him while I 
had been speaking to Miss Jillgall. It pleased me to find 
that they were talking in a friendly way when I joined 
them. A quarrel between Helena and my husband that 
is to be — no, my husband that shall be— would have been 
too distressing, too unnatural I might almost call it. 

Philip looked along the backward path, and asked 
what had become of Miss Jillgall. ' Have you any objec- 
tion to follow her example ?' he said to me, when I told 
him that Selina had returned to the town. ' I don't care 
for the banks of this river.' 

Helena, who used to like the river at other times, was 
as ready as Philip to leave it now. I fancy they had both 
been kindly waiting to change our walk, till I came to 
them, and they could study my wishes too. Of course I 
was ready to go where they pleased. I asked Philip if 
there was anything he would like to see, when we got 
into the streets again. 

Clever Helena suggested what seemed to be a strange 
amusement to offer to Philip. ' Let's take him to the 
' ' ' she said. 



HO THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

It appeared to be a matter of perfect indifference to 
him ; he was, what they call, ironical. ' Oh, yes, of 
course. Deeply interesting ! deeply interesting !' He 
suddenly broke into the wildest good spirits, and tucked 
my hand under his arm with a gaiety which it was im- 
possible to resist. ' What a boy you are !' Helena said, 
enjoying his delightful hilarity as I did. 



CHAPTER XXIV 

Eunice's diary. 

On entering the schoolroom we lost our gaiety, all in a 
moment. Something unpleasant had evidently happened. 

Two of the eldest girls were sitting together in a corner, 
separated from the rest, and looking most wickedly sulky. 
The teachers were at the other end of the room, appear- 
ing to be ill at ease. And there, standing in the midst of 
them, with his face flushed and his eyes angry — there was 
Papa, sadly unlike his gentle self in the days of his 
health and happiness. On former occasions, when the 
exercise of his authority was required in the school, his 
forbearing temper always set things right. When I saw 
him now, I thought of what the doctor had said of his 
health, on my way home from the station. 

Papa advanced to us the moment we showed ourselves 
at the door. 

He shook hands — cordially shook hands — with Philip. 
It was delightful to see him, delightful to hear him say : 
' Pray don't suppose, Mr. Dunboyne, that you are in- 
truding ; remain with us by all means if you like.' Then 
he spoke to Helena and to me, still excited, still not like 
himself : ' You couldn't have come here, my dears, at a 
time when your presence was more urgently needed.' 
He turned to the teachers. ' Tell my daughters what 
has happened ; tell them, why they see me here — ■ 
shocked and distressed, I don't deny it.' 

W T e now heard that the two girls in disgrace had broken 
the rules, and in such a manner as to deserve severe 
punishment. 

One of them had been discovered hiding a novel in her 
desk. The other had misbehaved herself more seriously 
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Still— she had gone to the theatre. Instead of expressing 
any regret, they had actually dared to complain of having 
to learn Papa's improved catechism. They had even ac- 
cused him of treating them with severity, because they 
were poor girls brought up on charity. ' If we had been 
young ladies,' they were audacious enough to say, ' more 
indulgence would have been shown to us ; we should 
have been allowed to read stories and to see plays.' 

All this time I had been asking myself what Papa 
meant, when he told us we could not have come to the 
schoolroom at a better time. His meaning now appeared. 
When he spoke to the offending girls, he pointed to 
Helena and to me.' 

' Here are my daughters,' he said. ' You will not deny 
that they are young ladies. Now listen. They shall tell 
you themselves whether my rules make any difference 
between them and you. Helena ! Eunice ! do I allow 
you to read novels? do I allow you to go to the play ?' 

We said, ' No ' — and hoped it was over. But he had 
not done yet. He turned to Helena. 

' Answer some of the questions,' he went on, ' from my 
Manual of Christian Obligation, which the girls call my 
catechism.' He asked one of the questions : ' If you are 
told to do unto others as you would they should do unto 
you, and if you find a difficulty in obeying that Divine 
Precept, what does your duty require ?' 

It is my belief that Helena has the materials in her 
for making another Joan of Arc. She rose, and answered 
without the slightest sign of timidity : ' My duty requires 
me to go to the minister, and to seek for advice and en- 
couragement.' 

' And if these fail ?' 

' Then I am to remember that my pastor is my friend. 
He claims no priestly authority or priestly infallibility. 
He is my fellow-christian who loves me. He will tell me 
how he has himself failed ; how he has struggled against 
himself ; and what a blessed reward has followed hia 
victory — a purified heart, a peaceful mind.' 

Then Papa released my sister, after she had only re- 
peated two out of all the answers in Christian Obligation, 
which we first began to learn when we were children, 
lie then addressed himself again to the giris. 
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' Is what you have just hoard a part of my catechism ? 
Has my daughter boeu excused from repeating it because 
she is a you 111; lady'? "\Yhero is the difference between 
the, religious education which 'is given to my own child, 
and that given to you ':'' 

Tho wretched girls still sat silent and obstinato, with 
their heads down. I tremblo again as I write of what 
happened next. Papa fixed his eyes on mo. IIo said, 
out loud: ' Eunice !' — and waited for mo to rise and 
answer, as my sister had done. 

It was entirely beyond my power to got on my feet. 

Philip had (innocently, I am sure) discouraged mo; I 
saw displeasure, I saw contempt in his face. There was 
a dead silenco in the room. Everybody looked at mo. 
My heart beat furiously, my hands turned cold, tho 
questions and answers in Christian Obligation all left my 
memory together. I looked imploringly at 1'apa. 

For tho first times in his lil'o, ho was hard on mo. ITis 
eyes were as angry as ever; they showed me no mercy. 
Oh, what had come to me'.' what evil spirit possessed 
mo? I felt resentment; horrid, uuclufil'ul resentment, 
at being treated in this cruel way. My lists clenched 
themselves in my lap, my faco felt as hot as tire. Instead 
of asking my father to excuse me, I said : ' 1 can't do it.' 
lie was astounded, as well ho might be. I went on from 
bad to worse. I said : ' I won't do it.' 

lie stooped over me; ho ■whispered: 'I am going to 
ask you something; I insist on your answering, Yes or 
No.' He raised his voice, and drew himself back so that 
thoy could all sco mo. 

' Ilavo you been taught liko your sister?' ho asked. 
'Has the catechism that has been her religious lesson, 
for all her life, been your religious lesson, for all your 
life, too ?' 

I said : ' Yes ' — and I was in such a rago that I said it 
out loud. If Philip had handed mo his cane, and had 
advised me to give tho young hussies who were answer- 
able for this dreadful state of things a good beating, I 
bclievo I should have done it. Papa turned his back on 
me, and offered the girls a last chanco : ' Po you feel sorry 
for wha.t you have done? ])o you ask to he forgiven ?' 

Neither tho ouo nor tho other answered him. IIo 
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called acioss the room to the teachers: 'Those two 
pupils are expelled the school.' 

Both the women looked horrified. The elder of the 
two approached him, and tried to plead lor a milder 
sentence. He answered in one stern word : ' Silence !' — 
and left the schoolroom, without even a passing bow to 
Philip. And this, after he had cordially shaken hands 
with my poor dear, not half an hour before. 

1 ought to have made affectionate allowance for his 
nervous miseries; I ought to have run after him, and 
begged his pardon. There must bo something wrong, I 
am afraid, in girls loving anybody but their fathers. 
When Helena led the way out by another door, I ran 
alter Philip ; and I a.sked him to forgive me. 

I don't know what I said; it was all confusion. The 
fear of having forfeited his fondness must, I suppose, 
have shaken my mind. I remember entreating Helena 
to say a kind word for me. She was so clever, she had 
behaved so well, she had deserved that Philip should 
listen to her. ' Oh,' .1 cried out to him desperately, 
' what must yon think of me?' 

' I will teil you wdiat I think of you,' he said. ' It is 
your father who is in fault, Eunice — not you. Nothing 
could havo been in worst taste than his management of 
that trumpe.-y affair in the schoolroom ; it was a complete 
mistake from beginning to end. Make your mind easy ; 
1 don't blame You.' 

' Are you, really and truly, as fond of me as ever?' 

' Yes, to be sure 1' 

Helena seemed to be hardly as much interested in this 
happy ending of my anxieties as 1 might have anticipated. 
She walked 011 by herself. Perhaps she was thinking of 
poor Papa's strange outbreak of excitement, and grieving 
over it. 

We had only a lit lie way to walk, before we passed 
the door of Philip's hotel, fie had not yet received the 
expected letter from bis father — the cruel letter which 
might recall him to Ireland. It was then the hour of 
delivery by our second post; he went to look at the 
letter-rack in the hall. Helena saw that I was anxious. 
She was as kind again as ever; she consented to wait 
with me for Philip, at the door. 

8 



114 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

He came out to us -with an open letter in his hand. 

' From my lather, at last,' he said — and gave me the 
letter to read. It only contained these few lines : 

' Do not be alarmed, my dear boy, at the change for 
the worse in my handwriting. I am suffering for my 
devotion to the studious habits of a lifetime : my right 
hand is attacked by the malady called Writer's Cramp. 
The doctor here can do nothing. He tells me of some 
foreign woman, mentioned in his newspaper, who cures 
nervous derangements of all kinds by hand-rubbing, and 
who is coming to London. When you next hear from 
me, I may be in London too.' — There the letter ended. 

Of course I knew who the foreign woman, mentioned 
in the newspaper, was. 

But what does Miss Jillgall's friend matter to me ? 
The one important thing is, that Philip has not been 
called back to Ireland. Here is a fortunate circumstance, 
which perhaps means more good luck. I may be Mrs. 
Philip Dunboyne before the year is out. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

HELENA'S DIARY. 

They all notice at home that I am looking worn and 
haggard. That hideous old maid, Miss Jillgall, had her 
malicious welcome ready for me when we met at break- 
fast this morning : ' Dear Helena, what has become of 
your beauty ? One would think you had left it in your 
room !' Poor deluded Eunice showed her sisterly sym- 
pathy : ' Don't joke about it, Senna : can't you see that 
Helena is ill?" 

I have been ill ; ill of my own wickedness. 

But the recovery of my tranquillity will bring with it 
the recovery of my good looks. My fatal passion for 
Philip promises to be the utter destruction of everything 
that is good in me. Well ! what is good in me may not 
be worth keeping. There is a fate in these things. If I 
am destined to rob Eunice of the one dear object of her 
love and hope — how can I resist ? The one kind thing I 
can do is to keep her in ignorance of what is coming, by 
acts of affectionate deceit. 
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Besides, if sho suffers, I suffer too. In the length and 
bread tli of England, I doubt if there is a much moro 
wicked young woman to bo found than myself. Is it 
nothing to feel that, and to endure it as I do? 

Upon my word, thero is no excuse for mo ! 

Is tins sheer impudence? No; it is the bent of my 
nature. I havo a tendency to self-examination, accom- 
panied by one merit — I don't spare myself. 

Tliero are excuses for Eunice. Sho lives in a fools' 
paradise; and slie sees in her lover a radiant creature, 
shining in the halo thrown over him by her own self- 
delusion. Nothing of this sort is to be said for me. I 
nee Philip as ho is. My penetration looks into the lowest 
depths of his character — when I am not in his company. 
There; sooms to bo a foundation of good, somewhere in 
his nature. Ho despises and hates himself (ho lias con- 
fessed it to me), when Kunice is with him — still behoving 
in her falso sweetheart. lint how long do those better 
influences last? I havo only to show myself, in my 
sister s absence, and Philip is mine body and soul. His 
vanity and his weaknoss tako possession of him the 
moment ho sees my face, lie is ono of thoso men — oven 
in my little experience I havo mot with them — who are 
born to bo led by women. If Eunico bad possessed my 
strength of charactor, ho would havo been truo to her 
for life. 

Ought I not, in justice to mysolf, to havo lifted my 
heart high ahovo tho roach of such a creaturo as this? 
Certainly 1 ought ! I know it, 1 fool it. And yet, thero 
is some fascination in loving him which I am absolutely 
unable to resist. 

What, I ask myself, has fed tho now ilamo which is 
burning in 1110? Did it begin with gratified pride ! I 
might well fool proud whou 1 found myself admired by a 
man of his beauty, set oil' by such manners and such ac- 
complishments as his. Or, has tho growth of this 
masterful fooling been encouraged by the envy and 
jealousy stirred in mo, when I found Eunico (my inferior 
in every rospoct) distinguished by the devotion of a hand- 
soino lover, and having a brilliant marriage in view — 
while I was loft neglected, with no prospect of changing 
my title from Miss to Mrs.? Vain inquiries ! My wicked 

8—2 
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heart seems to have secrets of its own, and to keep them 
a mystery to me. 

What has become of my excellent education? 

I don't care to inquire ; I have got beyond the reach of 
good books and religious examples. Among my other 
blameable actions there may now be reckoned dis- 
obedience to my father. I have been reading novels in 
secret. 

At first I tried some of the famous English works, 
published at a price within the reach of small purses. 
Very well written, no doubt — but with one unpardonable 
drawback, so far as I am concerned. Our celebrated 
native authors address themselves to good people, or to 
penitent people who want to be made good ; not to 
wicked readers like me. 

Arriving at this conclusion, I tried another experiment. 
In a small bookseller's shop I discovered some cheap 
translations of French novels. Here, I found what I 
wanted — sympathy with sin. Here, there was opened to 
me a new world inhabited entirely by unrepentant 
people ; the magnificent women diabolically beautiful ; 
the satanic men dead to every sense of virtue, and alive 
— perhaps rather dirtily alive — to the splendid fasci- 
. nations of crime. I know now that Love is above every- 
thing but itself. Love is the one law that we are bound 
to obey. How deep ! how consoling ! how admirably 
true ! The novelists of England have reason indeed to 
hide their heads before the novelists of France. All that 
I have felt, and have written here, is inspired by these 
wonderful authors. 

I have relieved my mind, and may now return to the 
business of my diary — the record of domestic events. 

An overwhelming disappointment has fallen on Eunice. 
Our dinner-party has been put off. 

The state of father's health is answerable for this 
change in our arrangements. That wretched scene at the 
school, complicated by my sister's uudutiful behaviour at 
the time, so seriously excited him that he passed a sleep- 
less night, and kept his bedroom throughout the day. 
Eunice's total want of discretion added, no doubt, to his 
Bufferings : she rudely intruded on him to express her 
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regret and to ask his pardon. Having carried her point, 
she was at leisure to come to me, and to ask (how 
amazingly simple of her !) what she and Philip were to 
do next. 

' We had arranged it all so nicely,' the poor wretch 
began. 'Philip was to have been so clever and agreeable 
at dinner, and was to have chosen his time so very dis- 
creetly, that Papa would have been ready to listen to 
anything he said. Oh, we should have succeeded ; I 
haven't a doubt of it! Our only hope, Helena, is in you, 
What are we to do now ?' 

' Wait,' I answered. 

* Wait ?' she repeated hotly. ' Is my heart to be 
broken ? and, what is more cruel still, is Philip to be dis- 
appointed ? I expected something more sensible, my 
dear, from you. What possible reason can there be for 
waiting ?' 

The reason — if I could only have mentioned it — was 
beyond dispute. I wanted time to quiet Philip's uneasy 
conscience, and to harden his weak mind against out- 
bursts of violence, on Eunice's part, which would cer- 
tainly exhibit themselves when she found that she had 
lost her lover, and lost him to me. In the meanwhile, I 
had to produce my reason for advising her to wait. It 
was easily done. I reminded her of the irritable condi- 
tion of our father's nerves, and gave it as my opinion that 
he would certainly say No, if she was unwise enough to 
excite him on the subject of Philip, in his present frame 
of mind. 

These unanswerable considerations seemed to produce 
the right effect on her. ' I suppose you know best,' was 
all she said. And then she left me. 

I let her go without feeling any distrust of this act 01 
submission on her part ; it was such a common ex- 
perience, in my life, to find my sister guiding herself by 
my advice. But experience is not always to be trusted. 
Events soon showed that I had failed to estimate Eunice's 
resources of obstinacy and cunning at their true value. 

Half an hour later I heard the street door closed, and 
looked out of the window. Miss Jillgall was leaving the 
house ; no one was with her. My dislike of this person 
led me astray once more. I ought to have suspected her 
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of being bent on some mischievous errand, and to have 
devised some means of putting my suspicions to the test. 
I did nothing of the kind. In the moment when I turned 
my head away from the window, Miss Jillgall was a 
person forgotten— and I was a person who had made a 
serious mistake. 



CHAPTEE XXVI. 

HELENA'S DIAKY. 

The event of to-day began with the delivery of a message 
summoning me to my father's study, He had decided — 
too hastily, as I feared — that he was sufficiently recovered 
to resume his usual employments. I was writing to his 
dictation, when we were interrupted. Maria announced 
a visit from Mr. Dunboyne. 

Hitherto, Philip had been content to send one of the 
servants of the hotel to make inquiry after Mr. Grace- 
dieu's health. Why had he now called personally ? 
Noticing that father seemed to be annoyed, I tried to 
make an opportunity of receiving Philip myself. ' Let 
me see him,' I suggested ; ' I can easily say you are 
engaged. ' 

Very unwillingly, as it was easy to see, my father 
declined to allow this. ' Mr. Dunboyne's visit pays me 
a compliment,' he said ; ' and I must receive him.' I 
made a show of leaving the room, and was called back to 
my chair. ' This is not a private interview, Helena ; stay 
where you are.' 

Philip came in — handsomer than ever, beautifully 
dressed — and paid his respects to my father with his 
customary grace. He was too well bred to allow any 
visible signs of embarrassment to escape him. But when 
he shook hands with me, I felt a little trembling in his 
fingers, through the delicate gloves which fitted him like 
a second skin. Was it the true object of his visit to try 
the experiment designed by Eunice and himself, and 
deferred by the postponement of our dinner-party ? Im- 
possible surely that my sister could have practised on his 
weakness, and persuaded him to return to his first love I 
I waited, in breathless interest, for his next words. 



HELENA ' 5 DIA RY. 119 

They were not worth listening to. Oh, the poor common- 
place creature ! 

' I am glad, Mr. Gracedieu, to see that you are well 
enough to be in your study again,' he said. The writing 
materials on the table attracted his attention. ' Am I 
one of the idle people,' he asked, with his charming smile, 
' who are always interrupting useful employment ?' 

He spoke to my father, and he was answered by my 
father. Not once had he addressed a word to me — no, 
not even when we shook hands. I was angry enough to 
force him. into taking some notice of me, and to make an 
attempt to confuse him at the same time. 

' Have you seen my sister ?' I asked. 

'No.' 

It was the shortest reply that he could choose. Having 
flung it at me, he still persisted in looking at my father 
and speaking to my father : ' Do you think of trying 
change of air, Mr. Gracedieu, when you feel strong enough 
to travel ?' 

' My duties keep me here,' father answered ; ' and I 
cannot honestly say that I enjoy travelling. I dislike 
manners and customs that are strange to me ; I don't 
find that hotels reward me for giving up the comforts of 
my own house. How do you find the hotel here ?' 

' I submit to the hotel, sir. They are sad savages in 
the kitchen ; they put mushroom ketchup into their soup, 
and mustard and cayenne pepper into their salads. I 
am half starved at dinner-time, but I don't complain.' 

Every word he said was an offence to me. With or 
without reason, I attacked him again. 

' I have heard you acknowledge that the landlord and 
landlady are very obliging people,' I said. ' Why don't 
you ask them to let you make your own soup and mix 
your own salad ?' 

I wondered whether I should succeed in attracting his 
notice, after this. Even in these private pages, my self- 
esteem finds it hard to confess what happened. I suc- 
ceeded in reminding Philip that he had his reasons for 
requesting me to leave the room. 

' Will you excuse me, Miss Helena,' he said, ' if I ask 
leave to speak to Mr. Gracedieu in private ?' 

The right thing for me to do was, let me hope, the 
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thing that I did. I rose, and waited to see if my father 
would interfere. He looked at Philip with suspicion in 
his face, as well as surprise. ' May I ask,' he said 
coldly, ' what is the object of the interview?' 

' Certainly,' Philip answered, ' when we are alone.' 
This cool reply placed my father between two alterna- 
tives ; he must either give way, or be guilty of an act of 
rudeness to a guest in his own house. The choice re- 
served for me was narrower still — I had to decide between 
being told to go, or going of my own accord. Of course, 
I left them together. 

The door which communicated with the next room was 
pulled to, but not closed. On the other side of it, I found 
Eunice. 

' Listening !' I said, in a whisper. 

' Yes,' she whispered back. ' You listen, too !' 

I was so indignant with Philip, and so seriously in- 
terested in what was going on in the study, that I yielded 
to temptation. We both degraded ourselves. We both 
listened. 

Eunice's base lover spoke first. Judging by the change 
in his voice, he must have seen something in my father's 
face that daunted him. Eunice heard it too. ' He's 
getting nervous,' she whispered ; ' he'll forget to say the 
right thing at the right time.' 

' Mr. Gracedieu,' Philip began, ' I wish to speak to 
you ' 

Father interrupted him : ' We are alone now, Mr. 
Dunboyne. I want to know why you consult me in 
private.' 

' I am anxious to consult you, sir, on a subject ' 

' On what subject ? Any religious difficulty ?' 

'No.' 

* Anything I can do for you in the town ?' 

' Not at all. If you will only allow me ' 

' I am still waiting, sir, to know what it is about.' 

Philip's voice suddenly became an angry voice. ' Once 
for all, Mr. Gracedieu,' he said, ' will you let me speak? 
It's about your daughter ' 

' No more of it, Mr. Dunboyne !" (My father was now 
as loud as Philip.) ' I don't desire to hold a private 
conversation with you on the subject of my daughter.' 
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' If you have any personal objection to me, si)', be so 
good as to state it plainly.' 

' You have no right to ask me to do that.' 

' You refuse to do it ?' 

' Positively.' 

• You are not very civil, Mr. Gracedieu.' 

' If I speak without ceremony, Mr. Dunboyne, you have 
yourself to thank for it.' 

Philip replied to this in a tone of savage irony. ' You 
are a minister of religion, and you are an old man. Two 
privileges — and you presume on them both. Good- 
morning.' 

I drew back into a corner, just in time to escape dis- 
covery in the character of a listener. Eunice never 
moved. When Philip dashed into the room, banging the 
door after him, she threw herself impulsively on his 
breast : ' Oh, Philip ! Philip ! what have you done ? 
Why didn't you keep your temper ?' 

' Did you hear what your father said to me ?' he asked. 

' Yes, dear ; but you ought to have controlled yourself 
— you ought, indeed, for my sake.' 

Her arms were still round him. It struck me that he 
felt her influence. ' If you wish me to recover myself,' 
he said gently, ' you had better let me go.' 

' Oh, how cruel, Philip, to leave me when I am so 
wretched ! Why do you want to go ?' 

' You told me just now what I ought to do,' he answered, 
still restraining himself. ' If I am to get the better 0/ 
my temper, I must be left alone.' 

' I never said anything about your temper, darling.' 

' Didn't you tell me to control myself ?' 

' Oh, yes ! Go back to Papa, and beg him to forgive 

you.' 

' I'll see him damned first !' 

If ever a stupid girl deserved such an answer as this, 
the girl was my sister. I had hitherto (with some 
difficulty) refrained from interfering. But when Eunice 
tried to follow Philip out of the house, I could hesitate no 
longer; I held her back. 'You fool,' I said; 'haven't 
you made mischief enough already ?' 

' What am I to do ?' she burst out helplessly. 

' Do what I told you to do yesterday — wait.' 
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Before she could reply, or I could say anything more, 
the door that led to the landing was opened softly and 
slyly, and Miss Jillgall peeped in. Eunice instantly left 
me, and ran to the meddling old maid. They whispered 
to each other. Miss Jillgall's skinny arm encircled my 
sister's waist ; they disappeared together. 

I was only too glad to get rid of them both, and to take 
the opportunity of writing to Philip. I insisted on an 
explanation of his conduct while I was in the study — to 
be given within an hour's time, at a place which I 
appointed. ' You are not to attempt to justify yourself 
in writing,' I added in conclusion. ' Let your reply 
merely inform me if you can keep the appointment. The 
rest, when we meet.' 

Maria took the letter to the hotel, with instructions to 
wait. 

Philip's reply reached me without delay. It pledged 
him to justify himself as I had desired, and to keep the 
appointment. My own belief is that the event of to-day 
will decide his future and mine. 



CHAPTEE XXVII. 

Eunice's diaby. 

Indeed, I am a most unfortunate creature ; everything 
turns out badly with me. My good true friend, my dear 
Selina, has become the object of a hateful doubt in my 
secret mind. I am afraid she is keeping something from 
me. 

Talking with her about my troubles, I heard for the 
first time that she had written again to Mrs. Tenbruggen. 
The object of her letter was to tell her friend of my 
engagement to young Mr. Dunboyne. I asked her why 
she had done this. The answer informed me that there 
was no knowing, in the present state of my affairs, how 
soon I might not want the help of a clever woman. I 
ought, I suppose, to have been satisfied with this. But 
there seemed to be something not fully explained yet. 

Then again, after telling Selina what I heard in the 
study, and how roughly Philip had spoken to me after- 
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wards, I asked her what she thought of it. She made an 
incomprehensible reply : ' My sweet child, I mustn't 
think of it — I am too fond of you.' 

It was impossible to make her explain what this meant. 
She began to talk of Philip ; assuring me (which was 
quite needless) that she had done her best to fortify and 
encourage him, before he called on Papa. When I asked 
her to help me in another way — -thai is to say, when I 
wanted to find out where Philip was at that moment — 
she had no advice to give me. I told her that I should 
not enjoy a moment's ease of mind until I and my dear 
one were reconciled. She only shook her head, and 
declared that she was sorry for me. When I hit on the 
idea of ringing for Maria, this little woman, so bright, and 
quick and eager to help me at other times, said : ' I leave 
it to you, dear,' and turned to the piano (close to which 
I was sitting), and played softly and badly stupid little 
tunes. 

' Maria, did you open the door for Mr. Dunboyne when 
he went away just now ?' 

' No, Miss.' 

Nothing but ill-luck for me \ If I had been left to my 
own devices, I should now have let the housemaid go- 
But Selina contrived to give me a hint, on a strange plan 
of her own. Still at the piano, she began to confuse 
talking to herself with playing to herself. The notes 
went tinkle, tinkle — and the tongue mixed up words with 
the notes in this way : ' Perhaps they have been talking 
in the kitchen about Philip ?' 

The suggestion was not lost on me. I said to Maria — ■ 
who was standing at the other end of the room, near the 
door — ' Did you happen to hear which way Mr. Dun- 
boyne went when he left us ?' 

' I know where he was, Miss, half an hour ago.' 

' Where was he ?' 

' At the hotel.' 

Selina went on with her hints in the same way as 
before. ' How does she know — ah, how does she know?' 
was the vocal part of the performance this time. My 
clever inquiries followed the vocal part as before : 

' How do you know that Mr. Dunboyne was at the 
hotel ?' 
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' I was sent there with a letter for him, and waited for 
the answer.' 

There was no suggestion required this time. The one 
possible question was : ' Who sent you ?' 

Maria replied, after first reserving a condition : ' You 
won't tell upon me, Miss ?' 

I promised not to tell. Selina suddenly left off playing. 

' Well,' I repeated, 'who sent you?' 

' Miss Helena.' 

Selina looked round at me. Her little eyes seemed to 
have suddenly become big, they stared me so strangely in 
the face. I don't know whether she was in a state of 
fright or of wonder. As for myself, I simply lost the use 
of my tongue. Maria, having no more questions to 
answer, discreetly left us together. 

Why sh<juld Helena write to Philip at all — and 
especially without mentioning it to me ? Here was a 
riddle which was more than I could guess. I asked 
Selina to help me. She might at least have tried, I 
thought ; but she looked uneasy and made excuses. 

I said : ' Suppose I go to Helena, and ask her why 
she wrote to Philip ?' And Selina said : ' Suppose you 
do, dear.' 

I rang for Maria once more : ' Do you knew where my 
sister is ?' 

' Just gone out, Miss.' 

There was no help for it but to wait till she came back, 
and to get through the time in the interval as I best 
might. But for one circumstance, I might not have 
known what to do. The truth is, there was a feeling of 
shame in me when I remembered having listened at the 
study door. Curious notions come into one's head — one 
doesn't know how or why It struck me that I might 
make a kind of atonement for having been mean enough 
to listen, if I went to Papa, and offered to keep him 
company in his solitude. If we fell into pleasant talk, I 
had a sly idea of my own — I meant to put in a good word 
for poor Philip. 

When I confided my design to Selina, she shut up the 
piano and ran across the room to me. But somehow 
she was not like her old self again, yet. 

' You good little soul, you are always right. Look at 
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me again, Euuecce. Are you beginning to doubt me ? 
Oh, my darling, don't do that ! It isn't using me fairly. 
I can't bear it — I can't bear it !' 

I took her hand ; I was on the point of speaking to her 
with the kindness she deserved from me. On a sudden 
she snatched her hand away, and ran back to the piano. 
When she was seated on the music-stool, her face was 
hidden from me. At that moment she broke into a 
strange cry — it began like a laugh, and it ended like a sob. 

' Go away to Papa ! Don't mind me — I'm a creature 
of impulse — ha ! ha ! ha ! a little hysterical — the state of 
the weather — I get rid of these weaknesses, my dear, by 
singing to myself. I have a favourite song : " My heart 
is light, my will is free." — Go away ! oh, for God's sake, 
go away !' 

I had heard of hysterics, of course ; knowing nothing 
about them, however, by my own experience. What 
could have happened to agitate her in this extraordinary 
manner '? 

Had Helena's letter anything to do with it ? Was my 
sister indignant with Philip for swearing in my presence ; 
and had she written him an angry letter, in her zeal on 
my behalf ? But Selina could not possibly have seen the 
letter — and Helena (who is often hard on me when I do 
stupid things) showed little indulgence for me, when I 
was so unfortunate as to irritate Philip. I gave up the 
hopeless attempt to get at the truth by guessing, and 
went away to forget my troubles, if I could, in my 
father's society. 

After knocking twice at the door of the study, and 
receiving no reply, I ventured to look in. 

The sofa in this room stood opposite the door. Papa 
was resting on it, but not in comfort. There were twitch- 
ing movements in his feet, and he shifted his arms this 
way and that as if no restful posture could be found for 
them. But what frightened mo was this. His eye.s, 
staring straight at the door by which I had gone in, had 
an inquiring expression, as if he actually did not know 
mo ! I stood midway between the door and the sofa, 
doubtful about going nearer to him. 

He said : ' Who is it ?' This to mo — to his own 
daughter. He said : ' What do you want?' 
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I really could not bear it. I went up to him. I said : 
' Papa, have you forgotten Eunice ?' 

My name seemed (if one may say such a thing) to bring 
him to himself again. He sat upon the sofa — and laughed 
as he answered me. 

' My dear child, what delusion has got into that pretty 
little head of yours ? Fancy her thinking that I had for- 
gotten my own daughter ! I was lost in thought, Eunice. 
Eor the moment, I was what they call an absent man. 
Did I ever tell you the story of the absent man ? He 
went to call upon some acquaintance of his ; and when 
the servant said, " What name, sir?" he couldn't answer. 
He was obliged to confess that he had forgotten his own 
name. The servant said, " That's very strange." The 
absent man at once recovered himself. " That's it !" he 
said : " my name is Strange." Droll, isn't it? If I had 
been calling on a friend to-day, I dare say I might have 
forgotten my name, too. Much to think of, Eunice — too 
much to think of.' 

Leaving the sofa with a sigh, as if he was tired of it, 
he began walking up and down. He seemed to be still 
in good spirits. ' Well, my dear,' he said, ' what can I 
do for you ?' 

' I came here, Papa, to see if there was anything I 
could do for You.' 

He looked at some sheets of paper, strung together, 
and laid on the table. They were covered with writing 
(from his dictation) in my sister's hand. ' I ought to get 
on with my work," he said. ' Where is Helena ?' 

I told him that she had gone out, and begged leave to 
try what I could do to supply her place. 

The request seemed to please him ; but he wanted time 
to think. I waited ; noticing that his face grew gradually 
worried and anxious. There came a vacant look into his 
eyes which it grieved me to see ; he appeared to have 
quite lost himself again. ' Eead the last page,' he said, 
pointing to the manuscript on the table ; ' I don't remem- 
ber where I left off.' 

I turned to the last page. As well as I could tell, it 
related to some publication, which he was recommending 
to religious persons of our way of thinking. 

Before I had read half-way through it, he began to 
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dictate, speaking so rapidly that my pen was not always 
able to follow him. My handwriting is as bad as bad 
can be when I am hurried. To make matters worse 
still, I was confused. What he was now saying seemed 
to have nothing to do with what I had been reading. 

Let me try if I can call to mind the substance of it. 

He began in the most strangely sudden way by asking : 
' "Why should there be any fear of discovery, when every 
possible care had been taken to prevent it ?■ The danger 
from unexpected events was far more disquieting. A 
man might find himself bound in honour to disclose what 
it had been the chief anxiety of his life to conceal. For 
example, could he let an innocent person be the victim of 
deliberate suppression of the truth — no matter how justi- 
fiable that suppression might appear to be ? On the 
other hand, dreadful consequences might follow an 
honourable confession. There might be a cruel sacrifice 
of tender affection; there might be a shocking betrayal of 
innocent hope and trust.' 

I remember those last words, just as he dictated them, 
because he suddenly stopped there ; looking, poor dear, 
distressed and confused. He put his hand to his head, 
and went back to the sofa. 

' I'm tired,' he said. ' Wait for me while I rest.' 

In a few minutes he fell asleep. It was a deep repose 
that came to him now ; and, though I don't think it 
lasted much longer than half an hour, it produced a 
wonderful change in him for the better when he woke. 
He spoke quietly and kindly ; and when he returned to 
me at the table, and looked at the page on which I had 
been writing, he smiled. 

' Oh, my dear, what bad writing ! I declare I can't read 
what I myself told you to write. No ! no ! don't be down- 
hearted about it. You are not used to writing from dic- 
tation ; and I dare say I have been too quick for you.' 
He kissed me and encouraged me. ' You know how fond 
I am of my little girl,' be said ; ' I am afraid I like my 
Eunice just the least in the world more than I like my 
Helena. Ah, you are beginning to look a little happier now !' 

He had filled me with such confidence and such pleasure 
that I could not help thinking of my sweetheart. Oh 
dear, when shall I learn to be distrustful of my own 
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feelings ? The temptation to say a good word for Philip 
quite mastered any little discretion that I possessed. 

I said to Papa : ' If you knew how to make me happier 
than I have ever been in all my life before, would you 
do it ?' 

' Of course I would.' 

' Then send for Philip, dear, and be a little kinder to 
him, this time.' 

His pale face turned red with anger; he pushed me 
away from him. 

' That man again !' he burst out. ' Am I never to hear 
the last of him ? Go away, Eunice. You are of no use 
here.' He took up my unfortunate page of writing, and 
ridiculed it with a bitter laugh. ' What is this fit for ?' 
He crumpled it up in his hand, and tossed it into the fire. 

I ran out of the room in such a state of mortification 
that I hardly knew what I was about. If some hard- 
hearted person had come to me with a cup of poison, and 
had said : ' Eunice, you are not fit to live any longer ; 
take this,' I do believe I should have taken it. If I 
thought of anything, I thought of going back to Selina. 
My ill luck still pursued me ; she had disappeared. I 
looked about in a helpless way, completely at a loss 
what to do next — so stupefied, I may even say, that it 
was some time before I noticed a little three-cornered 
note on the table by which I was standing. The note 
was addressed to me : 



' EVEE-DEAKEST EuNEECE, 

' I have tried to make myself useful to you, and 
have failed. But how can I see the sad sight of your 
wretchedness, and not feel the impulse to W again ? I 
have gone to the hotel to find Philip, and to bring him 
back to you a penitent and faithful man. Wait for me, 
and hope for great things. A hundred thousand kisses to 
my sweet Euneece. 

'S. J.' 

Wait for her, after reading that note ! How could she 
expect it ? I had only to follow her, and to find Philip. 
In another minute, I was on my way to the hotel. 
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CHAPTEE XXVIII 

Helena's diaey. 

Looking at the last entry in my Journal, I see myself 
anticipating that the event of to-day v.ill decide Philip's 
future and mine. This has proved prophetic. All further 
concealment is now at an end. 

Forced to it by fate, or helped to it by chance, Eunice 
has made the discovery of her lover's infidelity. ' In all 
human probability ' (as my father says in his sermons), 
we two sisters are enemies for life. 

I am not suspected, as Eunice is, of making appoint- 
ments with a sweetheart. So I am free to go out alone, 
and to go where I please. Philip and I were punctual to 
our appointment this afternoon. 

Our place of meeting was in a secluded corner of the 
town park. We found a rustic seat in our retirement, set 
up (one would suppose) as a concession to the taste of 
visitors who are fond of solitude. The view in front of 
us was bounded by the park wall and railings, and our 
seat was prettily approached on one side by a plantation 
of young trees. No entrance-gate was near ; no carriage 
road crossed the grass. A more safe and more solitary 
nook for conversation, between two persons desiring to be 
alone, it would be hard to find in most public parks. 
Lovers are said to know it well, and to be especially fond 
of it towards evening. We were there in broad daylight, 
and we had the seat to ourselves. 

My memory of what passed between us is, in some 
degree, disturbed by the formidable interruption which 
brought our talk to an end. 

But among other things, I remember that I showed 
him no mercy at the outset. At one time I was indig- 
nant ; at another I was scornful. I declared, in regard 
to my object in meeting him, that I had changed my 
mind, and had decided to shorten a disagreeable inter- 
view by waiving my right to an explanation, and bidding 
him farewell. Eunice, as I pointed out, had the first 
claim to him ; Eunice was much more likely to suit him, 
as a companion for life, than I was. ' In short,' I said, 

9 
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in conclusion, ' my inclination for once takes sides with 
my duty, and leaves my sister in undisturbed possession 
of young Mr. Dunboyne.' With this satirical explana- 
tion, I rose to say good-bye. 

I had merely intended to irritate him. He showed a 
superiority to anger for which I was not prepared. 

' Be so kind as to sit down again,' he said quietly. 

He took my letter from his pocket, and pointed to that 
part of it which alluded to his conduct, when we had met 
in my father's study. 

' You have offered me the opportunity of saying a word 
in my own defence,' he went on. 'I prize that privilege 
far too highly to consent to your withdrawing it, merely 
because you have changed your mind. Let me at least 
tell you what my errand was, when I called on your 
father. Loving you, and you only, I had forced myself 
to make a last effort to be true to your sister. Eemem- 
ber that, Helena, and then say — is it wonderful if I was 
beside myself, when I found You in the study ?' 

' When you tell me you were beside yourself,' I said, 
' do you mean, ashamed of yourself ?' 

That touched him. ' I mean nothing of the kind,' he 
burst out. ' After the hell on earth in which I have been 
living between you two sisters, a man hasn't virtue enough 
left in him to be ashamed. He's half mad — that's what 
he is. Look at my position ! I had made up my mind 
never to see you again ; I had made up my mind (if I 
married Eunice) to rid myself of my own miserable life 
when I could endure it no longer. In that state of feeling, 
when my sense, of duty depended on my speaking with 
Mr. Gracedieu alone, whose was the first face I saw when 
I entered the room ? If I had dared to look at you, or 
to speak to you, what do you think would have become 
of my resolution to sacrifice myself ?' 

' What has become of it now ?' I asked. 

' Tell me first if I am forgiven,' he said — ' and you 
shall know ' 

' Do you deserve to be forgiven ?' 

It has been discovered by wiser heads than mine that 
weak people are always in extremes. So far, I had seen 
Philip in the vain and violent extreme. He now shifted 
suddenly to the sad and submissive extreme. When I 
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asked him if he deserved to be forgiven, he )n;ide the 
humblest of all replies — he sighed and said nothing. 

' If I did my duty to my sister,' I reminded him, 'I 
should refuse to forgive you, and send you hack to Eunice.' 

' Your father's language and your father's conduct,' 
he answered, 'have released me from that entanglement. 
I can never go back to Eunice. If you refuse to forgive 
me, neither you nor she will see anything more of Philip 
Dunboyne ; I promise you that. Arc you satisfied now?' 

After holding out against him resolutely, I felt myself 
beginning to yield. When a man has onco taken their 
fancy, what helplessly weak creatures women are ! I 
Baw through his vacillating weakness -and yet L trusted 
liiin, with both eyes open. My looking-glass is opposite 
to me while I write. It shows me a contemptible Helena. 
I lied, and said I was satisfied — to please him. 

' Am I forgiven ?' he asked. 

It is absurd to put it on record. Of course I forgave 
him. What a good Christian I am, after all ! 

'Ho took my willing hand. 'My lovely darling,' ho 
said, ' our marriage rests with you. Whether your father 
approves of it or not, say the word ; claim me, and I am 
yours for life.' 

I must have been infatuated by his voice and his look; 
my heart must have been burning under the pressure of 
his hand on mine. Was it my modesty or my self-con- 
trol that deserted me? I let him take me in his arms. 
Again, and again, and again. 1 kissed him. Wo wore deaf 
to what wo ought to have beard ; we were blind to what 
wo ought to have seen. Eefore we were conscious of a 
movement among the trees, wo were discovered. My 
sister flow at mo like a wild animal. Her furious hands 
fastened themselves on my throat. 1'hilip started to his 
feet. When he touched her, in the act of foiling her 
back from me, Eunices raging strength became utter 
weakness in an instant. Her arms fell helpless at her 
sides -die]- head drooped — she looked at him in silence 
which was dreadful, at such a moment as that. Ho 
Bhrank from the unendurable reproach in those tearless 
eyes. Meanly, ho turned away from her Meaidy, I 
followed him. Looking back for an instant, 1 saw her 
step forward; perhaps to stop him, perhaps Lo speak to 

<»_ ■>' 
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him. The effort was too much for her strength ; she 
staggered back against the trunk of a tree. Like strangers, 
walking separate one from the other, we left her to her 
companion — the hideous traitress who was my enemy 
and her friend. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

HELENA'S DIAIIY. 

Ox reaching the street which led to Philip's hotel, wo 
spoke to each other for the first time. 

' What are we to do ?' I said. 

'Leave this place,' he answered. 

' Together ?' I asked. 

'Yes.' 

To leave us (for awhile), after what had happened, 
might be the wisest thing which a man, in Philip's critical 
position, could do. But if I went with him — unprovided 
as I was with any friend of my own sex, whose character 
and presence might sanction the step I had taken — I 
should be lost beyond redemption. Is any man that ever 
lived worth that sacrifice ? I thought of my father's 
house closed to me, and of our friends ashamed of me. 
I have owned, in some earlier part of my Journal, that I 
am not very patient under domestic cares. But the 
possibility of Eunice being appointed housekeeper, with 
my power, in my place, was more than I could calmly 
contemplate. ' No,' I said to Philip. ' Your absence, at 
such a time as this, may help us both ; but, come what 
may of it, I must remain at home.' 

He yielded, without an attempt to make me alter my 
mind. There was a sullen submission in his manner 
which it was not pleasant to see. Was he despairing 
already of himself and of me ? Had Eunice aroused the 
watchful demons of shame and remorse ? 

' Perhaps you are right,' he said gloomily. ' Good-bye.' 

My anxiety put the all-important question to him with- 
out hesitation : 

' Is it good-bye for ever, Philip ?' 

His reply instantly relieved me : ' God forbid !' 

But I wanted more : ' You still love me ?' I persisted. 
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4 More dearly than ever !' 

' And yet you leave me ?' 

He turned pale. ' I leave you because I am afraid.' 

' Afraid of what ?' 

' Afraid to face Eunice again.' 

The only possible way out of our difficulty that I could 
see, now occurred to me. ' Suppose my sister can be 
prevailed on to give you up ?' I suggested. ' Would you 
come back to us in that case ?' 

' Certainly !' 

' And you would ask my father to consent to our 
marriage ?' 

' On the day of my return, if you like.' 

' Suppose obstacles get iu our way,' I said — ' suppose 
time passes and tries your patience — will you still con- 
sider yourself engaged to me ?' 

' Engaged to you.' he answered, ' in spite of obstacles 
and in spite of time.' 

' And, while you are away from me,' I ventured to add, 
' we shall write to each other ?' 

' Go where I may,' he said, ' you shall always hear 
from me.' 

I could ask no more ; and he could concede no more. 
The impression evidently left on him by Eunice's terrible 
outbreak, was far more serious than I had anticipated. 
I was myself depressed and ill at ease. No expressions 
of tenderness were exchanged between us. There was 
something horrible in our barren farewell. We merely 
clasped hands, at parting. He went his way — and I 
went mine. 

There are some occasions when women set an example 
of courage to men. I was ready to endure whatever 
might happen to me, when I got home. What a desperate 
wretch ! some people might say, if they could look into 
this diary. 

Maria opened the door ; she told me that my sister 
had already returned, accompanied by Miss Jillgall. 
There had been apparently some difference of opinion 
between them, before they entered the house. Eunice 
had attempted to go on to some other place ; and Miss 
Jillgall had remonstrated. Maria had heard her say : 
'No, you would degrade yourself — and, with that, she 
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had led Eunice indoors. I understood, of course, that 
my sister had been prevented from following Philip to the 
hotel. There was probably a serious quarrel in store for 
me. I went straight to the bedroom, expecting to find 
Eunice there, and prepared to brave the storm that might 
burst on me. There was a woman at Eunice's end of 
the room, removing dresses from the wardrobe. I could 
only see her back, but it was impossible to mistake that 
figure — Miss Jillgall. 

She laid the dresses on Eunice's bed, without taking 
the slightest notice of me. In significant silence I pointed 
to the door. She went on as coolly with her occupation 
as if the room had been, not mine but hers ; I stepped up 
to her, and spoke plainly. 

' You oblige me to remind you,' I said, ' that you are 
not in your own room.' There, I waited a little, and 
found that I had produced no effect. ' With every dis- 
position,' I resumed, 'to make allowance for the disagree- 
able peculiarities of your character, I cannot consent to 
overlook an act of intrusion, committed by a Spy. Now, 
do you understand me ?' 

She looked round her. ' I see no third person here,' 
she said. ' May I ask if you mean me ?' 

' I mean you.' 

' Will you be so good, Miss Helena, as to explain 
yourself ?' 

Moderation of language would have been thrown away 
on this woman. ' You followed me to the park,' I said. 
' It was you who found me with Mr. Dunboyne, and 
betrayed me to my sister. You are a Spy, and you know 
it. At this very moment you daren't look me in the face.' 

Her insolence forced its way out of her at last. Let 
me record it — and repay it, when the time comes. 

' Quite true,' she replied. ' If I ventured to look you 
in the face, I am afraid I might forget myself. I have 
always been brought up like a lady, and I wish to show 
it even in the company of such a wretch as you are. 
There is not one word of truth in what you have said of 
me. I went to the hotel to find Mr. Dunboyne. Ah, 
you may sneer ! I haven't got your good looks — and a 
vile use you have made of them. My object was to recall 
that base young man to his duty to my dear charming 
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injured Euneece. The hotel servant told me that Mr. 
Dunboyne had gone out. Oh, I had the means of per- 
suasion in my pocket ! The man directed me to the 
park, as he had already directed Mr. Dunboyne. It was 
only when I had found the place, that I heard some one 
behind me. Poor innocent Euneece had followed me to 
the hotel, and had got her directions, as I had got mine. 
God knows how hard I tried to persuade her to go back, 
and how horribly frightened I was — No ! I won't distress 
myself by saying a word more. It would be too humilia- 
ting to let you see an honest woman in tears. Your sister 
has a spirit of her own, thank God ! She won't inhabit 
the same room with you ; she never desires to see your 
false face again. I take the poor soul's dresses and things 
away — and as a religious person I wait, confidently wait, 
for the judgment that will fall on you !' 

She caught up the dresses all together ; some of them 
were in her arms, some of them fell on her shoulders, and 
one of them towered over her head. Smothered in gowns, 
she bounced out of the room like a walking milliner's 
shop. I have to thank the wretched old creature for a 
moment of genuine amusement, at a time of devouring 
anxiety. The meanest insect, they say, has its use in 
this world— and why not Miss Jillgall ? 

In half an hour more, an unexpected event raised my 
spirits. I heard from Philip. 

On his return to the hotel he had found a telegram 
waiting for him. Mr. Dunboyne the elder had arrived in 
London ; and Philip had arranged to join his father by 
the next train. He sent me the address, and begged that 
I would write and tell him my news from home by the 
next day's post. 

Welcome, thrice welcome to Mr. Dunboyne the elder I 
If Philip can manage, under my advice, to place me 
favourably in the estimation of this rich old man, his 
presence and authority may do for us what we cannot do 
for ourselves. Here is surely an influence to which my 
father must submit, no matter how unreasonable or how 
angry he may be when he hears what has happened. I 
begin already to feel hopefci of the future. 
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CHAPTEE XXX. 

EUNICE'S DIARY. 

Through the day, and through the night, I feel a misery 
that never leaves me — I mean the misery of fear. 

I am trying to find otit some harmless means of 
employing myself, which \rill keep evil remembrances 
from me. If I don't succeed, my fear tells me what will 
happen. I shall be in danger of going mad. 

I dare not confide in any living creature. I don't know 
what other persons might think of me, or how soon I 
might find myself perhaps in an asylum. In this help- 
less condition, doubt and fright seem to be driving me 
back to my journal. I wonder whether I shall find 
harmless employment here. 

I have heard of old people losing their memories. 
What would I not give to be old ! I remember ! oh, how 
I remember ! One day after another I see Philip, I see 
Helena, as I first saw them when I was among the trees 
in the park. My sweetheart's arms, that once held me, hold 
my sister now. She kisses him, kisses him, kisses him. 

Is there no way of making myself see something else ? 
I want to get back to remembrances that don't burn in 
my head, and tear at my heart. How is it to be done ? 

I have tried books — no ! I have tried going out to look 
at the shops — no ! I have tried saying my prayers — no ! 
And now I am making my last effort ; trying my pen. 
My black letters fall from it, and take their places on the 
white paper. Will my black letters help me ? Where 
can I find something consoling to write down ? Where ? 
Where ? 

Selina — poor Selina, so fond of me, so sorry for me. 
When I was happy, she was happy too. It was always 
amusing to hear her talk. Oh, my memory, be good to 
me ! Save me from Philip and Helena. I want to 
remember the pleasant days when my kind little friend 
and I used to gossip in the garden. 

No : the days in the garden won't come back. What 
else can I think of ? 

The recollections that I try to encourage keep away 



EUNICES DIARY. 137 

fron mc. The oilier recollections that I dread, come 
crowding back. Still Philip ! Still Helena ! 

But Selina mixes herself up with them. Let me try 
again if 1 can think of Selina. 

How delightfully good to me and patient with mo she 
was, on our dismal way home from the park ! And how 
affectionately she excused herself for not having warned 
mo of it, when she first suspected that my own sister and 
my worst enemy were one and the same ! 

' 1 know 1 was wrong, my deal , to let my love and pity 
dose my lips. But remember how happy yon were at the 
time. The thought of making yon miserable was moro 
than I could endure— I am ho fond of you! Yes; I 
began to suspect them, on the day when they first met at 
the station. And, I am afraid, 1 thought it just likely 
llial. you might be as cunning as 1 was, and have noticed, 
them too.' 

Oli, how ignorant she must have been of my true 
thoughts and hidings! Jfow strangely pcoplo seem to 
misunderstand their dearest friends ! Knowing, as I did, 
that I could never Jove any man but Philip, could I be 
wicked enough Lo suppose that Philip would love any 
woman, but me ? 

1. explained to Selina how ho had spoken, to mc, when 
we wen; walking together on tho bank of the liver. 
Shall I ever forget (hose exquisite words? ' 1 wish I was 
a better man, Jhuiice ; I wish 1 was good enough to he 
worthy of you.' 1 asked Selina if she thought he was 
deceiving me when lie said that. Sho comforted mc by 
owning that he must have been in earnest, at the time — ■ 
and then she distressed me by giving the reason why. 

' My love, you must have innocently said something lo 
him, when you and he were alone, which touched his 
conscience (when ho luul a conscience), and made him 
ashamed of himself. Ah, you were too fond of him to see 
how he changed for the worse, when your vile sister 
joined you, ami took possession of him again 1 It mado 
my heart ache to see you so unsuspicious of them. You 
asked me, my poor dear, if they had quarrelled you 
believed they were tired of walking by the river, when 
it was you they were lired of — and you wondered why 
Helena took him to see the school. My child 1 alio was 
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the leading spirit at the school, and you were nobody. 
Her vanity saw the chance of making him compare you 
at a disadvantage with your clever sister. I declare, 
Euneece, I lose my head if I only think of it ! All the 
strong points in my character seem to slip away from me. 
Would you believe it? — I have neglected that sweet 
infant at the cottage ; I have even let Mrs. Molly have 
her baby back again. If I had the making of the laws, 
Philip Dunboyne and Helena Gracedieu should be hanged 
together on the same gallows. I see I shock you. Don't 
let us talk of it ! Oh, don't let us talk of it !' 

And here am I writing of it ! What I had determined 
not to do, is what I have done. Am I losing my senses 
already ? The very names that I was most anxious to 
keep out of my memory, stare me in the face in the lines 
that I have just written. Philip again ! Helena again ! 
****** 

Another day ; and something new that must and will 
be remembered, shrink from it as I may. This afternoon, 
I met Helena on the stairs. 

She stopped, and eyed me with a wicked smile ; she 
held out her hand. ' We are likely to meet often, while 
we are in the same house,' she said ; ' hadn't we better 
consult appearances, and pretend to be as fond of each 
other as ever ?' 

I took no notice of her hand ; I took no notice of her 
shameless proposal. She tried again : ' After all, it isn't 
my fault if Philip likes me better than he likes you. 
Don't you see that ?' I still refused to speak to her. 
She still persisted. ' How black you look, Eunice ! Are 
you sorry you didn't kill me, when you had your hands 
on my throat ?' 

I said : ' Yes.' 

She laughed, and left me. I was obliged to sit down 
on the stair — I trembled so. My own reply frightened 
me. I tried to find out why I had said Yes. ,. I don't 
remember being conscious of meaning anything. It was 
as if somebody else had said Yes — not I. Perhaps I was 
provoked, and the word escaped me before I could stop 
it. Could I have stopped it ? I don't know. 

****** 

Another sleepless night. 
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Did I pass the miserable hours in writing letters to 
Philip, and then tearing them up ? Or did I only fancy- 
that I wrote to him ? I have just looked at the fireplace, 
The torn paper in it tells me that I did write. Why did 
I destroy my letters ? I might have sent one of them to 
Philip. ' After what has happened ? Oh, no ! no ! 

Having been many days away from the Girls' Scripture 
Class, it seemed to be possible that going back to the 
school and the teaching might help me to escape from 
myself. 

Nothing succeeds with me. I found it impossible to 
instruct the girls as usual ; their stupidity soon reached 
the limit of my patience — suffocated me with rage. One 
of them, a poor, fat, feeble creature, began to cry when I 
scolded her. I looked with envy at the tears rolling over 
her big round cheeks. If I could only cry, I might 
perhaps bear my hard fate with submission. 

I walked towards home by a roundabout way ; feeling 
as if want of sleep was killing me by inches. 

In the High Street, I saw Helena ; she was posting a 
letter, and was not aware that I was near her. Leaving 
the post-office, she crossed the street, and narrowly 
escaped being run over. Suppose the threatened 
accident had really taken place — how should I have 
felt, if it had ended fatally? What a fool I am to be 
putting questions to myself about things that have not 
happened ! 

The walking tired me ; I went straight home. 

Before I could ring the bell, the house door opened, and 
the doctor came out. He stopped to speak to me. "While 
I had been away (he saidh something had happened at 
home (he neither knew nor wished to know what) which 
had thrown my father into a state of violent agitation. 
The doctor had administered composing medicine. • Mv 
patient is asleep now,' he told me ; ' but remember what 
I said to you the last time we met ; a longer rest than 
any doctor's prescription can give him is what he wants. 
You are not looking well yourself, my dear. What is the 
matter ' v 

I told him of my wretched restless nights ; and asked 
if I might take some of the composing medicine which he 
had given to my father. He forbade me to touch a drop 
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of it. ' What is physic for your father, you foolish child, 
is not physic for a young creature like you,' he said. 
' Count a thousand, if you can't sleep to-night, or turn 
your pillow. I wish you pleasant dreams.' He went 
away, amused at his own humour. 

I found Selina waiting to speak with me, on the subject 
of poor Papa. 

She had been startled on hearing his voice, loud in 
anger. In the fear that something serious had happened, 
she left her room to make inquiries, and saw Helena on 
the landing of the flight of stairs beneath, leaving the 
study. After waiting till my sister was out of the way, 
Seliua ventured to present herself at the study door, and 
to ask if she could be of any use. My father, walking 
excitedly up and down the room, declared that both his 
daughters had behaved infamously, and that he would 
not suffer them to speak to him again until they had coma 
to their senses, on the subject of Mr. Dunboyne. He 
would enter into no further explanation ; and he had 
ordered, rather than requested. Selina to leave him. 
Having obeyed, she tried next to find me, and had just 
looked into the dining-room to see if I was there, when 
she was frightened by the sound of a fall in the room 
above — that is to say, in the study. Eunning upstairs 
again, she had found him insensible on the floor, and 
had sent for the doctor. 

' And mind this,' Selina continued, ' the person who has 
done the mischief, is the person whom I saw leaving the 
study. What your unnatural sister said to provoke her 
father ' 

' That your unnatural sister will tell you herself,' 
Helena's voice added. She had opened the door, while 
we were too much absorbed in our talk to hear her. 

Selina attempted to leave the room. I caught her by 
the hand, and held her back. I was afraid of what I 
might do if she left me by myself. Never have I felt 
anything like the rage that tortured me, when I saw 
Helena looking at us with the same wicked smile on her 
lips that had insulted me when we met on the stairs. 
' Have we, anything to be ashamed of ?' 1 said to Selina. 
' Stay where you are.' 

' You may be of some use, Miss Jillgall, if you stay,' 
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my sister suggested. ' Eunice seems to be trembling. Ts 
she angry, or is she ill ?' 

The sting of this was in the tone of her voice. It was 
the hardest thing I ever had to do in my life — but I did 
succeed in controlling myself. 

' Go on with what you have to say,' I answered, ' and 
don't notice me.' 

' You are not very polite, my dear, but I can make 
allowances. Oh, come ! come ! putting up your hands 
to stop your ears is too childish. You would do better 
to express regret for having misled your father. Yes ! 
you did mislead him. Only a few days since, you left 
him to suppose that you were engaged to Philip. It 
became my duty, after that, to open his eyes to the truth ; 
and if I unhappily provoked him, it was your fault. I 
was strictly careful in the language I used. I said : 
" Dear father, you have been misinformed on a very 
serious subject. The only marriage engagement for 
which your kind sanction is requested, is my engagement. 
J have consented to become Mrs. Philip Dunboyne." ' 

' Stop !' I said. 

' Why am I to stop ?' 

' Because I have something to say. You and I are 
looking at each other. Does my face tell you what is 
passing in my mind ?' 

' Your face seems to be paler than usual,' she answered 
— ' that's all.' 

' No,' I said ; ' that is not all. The devil that pos- 
sessed me, when I discovered you with Philip, is not cast 
out of me yet. Silence the sneering devil that is in You, 
or we may both live to regret it.' 

AVhether I did or did not frighten her, I cannot say. 
This only I know — she turned away silently to the door, 
and went out. 

I dropped on the sofa. That horrid hungering for 
revenge, which I felt for the first time when I knew how 
Helena had wronged me, began to degrade and tempt me 
again. In the effort to get away from this new evil self 
of mine, I tried to find sympathy in Selina, and called to 
her to come and sit by me. She seemed to be startled 
when I looked at her, but she recovered herself, and came 
to me, and took my hand. 



142 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

'I wish I could comfort you!' she said, in her kind 
simple way. 

' Keep my hand in your hand,' I told her ; ' I am 
drowning in dark water — and I have nothing to hold by 
but you.' 

' Oh, my darling, don't talk in that way !' 

' Good Selina ! dear Selina ! You shall talk to Me. 
Say something harmless — tell me a melancholy story — ■ 
try to make me cry.' 

My poor little friend looked sadly bewildered. 

' I'm more likely to cry myself,' she said. ' This is so 
heart-breaking — I almost wish I was back in the time, 
before you came home, the time when your detestable 
sister first showed how she hated me. I was happy, 
meanly happy, in the spiteful enjoyment of provoking 
her. Oh, Euneece, I shall never recover my spirits 
again ! All the pity in the world would not be pity 
enough for you. So hardly treated ! so young ! so 
forlorn ! Your good father too ill to help you ; your poor 
mother ' 

I interrupted her ; she had interested me in something 
better than my own wretched self. I asked directly if 
she had known my mother. 

' My dear child, I never even saw her !' 

' Has my father never spoken to you about her ?' 

' Only once, when I asked him how long she had been 
dead. He told me you lost her while you were an infant, 
and he told me no more. I was looking at her portrait 
in the study, only yesterday. I think it must be a bad 
portrait ; your mother's face disappoints me.' 

I had arrived at the same conclusion years since. But 
I shrank from confessing it. 

' At any rate,' Selina continued, ' you are not like her. 
Nobody would ever guess that you were the child of that 
lady, with the long slanting forehead and the restless look 
in her eyes.' 

What Selina had said of me and my mother's portrait, 
other friends had said. There was nothing that I know 
of to interest me in hearing it repeated — and yet it set 
me pondering on the want of resemblance between my 
mother's face and mine, and wondering (not for the first 
time) what sort of woman my mother was. When my 
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father speaks of her, no words of praise that he can utter 
seern to be good enough for her. Oh, me, I wish I was 
a little more like my mother ! 

It began to get dark ; Maria brought in the lamp. 
The sudden brightness of the flame struck my aching 
eyes, as if it had been a blow from a knife. I was 
obliged to hide my face in my handkerchief. Compas- 
sionate Selina entreated me to go to bed. ' Eest your 
poor eyes, my child, and your weary head — and try at 
least to get some sleep.' She found me very docile ; I 
kissed her, and said good-night. I had my own idea. 

"When all was quiet in the house, I stole out into the 
passage, and listened at the door of my father's room. 

I heard his regular breathing, and opened the door and 
went in. The composing medicine, of which I was in 
search, was not on the table by his bedside. I found it 
in the cupboard — perhaps placed purposely out of his 
reach. They say that some physic is poison, if you take 
too much of it. The label on the bottle told me what 
the dose was. I dropped it into the medicine glass, and 
swallowed it, and went back to my father. 

Very gently, so as not to wake him, I touched poor 
Papa's forehead with my lips. ' I must have some of 
your medicine,' I whispered to him ; ' I want it, dear, as 
badly as you do.' 

Then I returned to my own room — and lay down in 
bed, waiting to be composed. 
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EUNICE'S DIAEY. 

My restless nights are passed in Selina's room. 

Her bed remains near the window. My bed has been 
placed opposite, near the door. Our night-light is hidden 
in a corner, so that the faint glow of it is all that we see. 
What trifles these are to write about ! But they mix 
themselves up with what I am determined to set down in 
my Journal, and then to close the book for good and all. 

I had not disturbed my little friend's enviable repose, 
either when I left our bedchamber, or when I returned 
to it. The night was quiet, and the stars were out. 
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Nothing moved but tho throbbing at my temples. The 
lights and shadows in our half-darkened room, winch at 
other times suggest strange resemblances to my fancy, 
failed to disturb mo now. I was in a darkness of my 
own making, having bound a handkerchief, cooled with 
water, over my hot eyes. There was nothing to interfero 
with the soothing inllucnee of the dose that I had taken, 
if my father's medicine would only help mo. 

I began badly. The clock in tho hall struck tho 
quarter past tho hour, tho half-past, tho throe-quarters 
past, the new hour. Time was awake — and I was awako 
with Time. 

It was such a trial to my patience that I thought of 
going back to my father's room, and talcing a second doso 
of the medicine, no matter what tho risk might bo. On 
attempting to get up, I became aware of a change in me. 
There was a dull sensation in my limbs which seemed to 
bind them down on the bed. it was the strangest feel- 
ing. My will said, (let up — and my heavy limbs said, 
No. 

I lay quite still, thinking desperato thoughts, and 
getting nearer and nearer to the end that I had been 
dreading for so many days past. Having been as well 
educated as most girls, my lessons in history had mado 
me acquainted with assassination and murder. Horrors 
which I had recoiled from reading in past happy days, 
now returned to my memory; and, this timo, they in- 
terested instead of revolting me. 1 counted tho three 
first ways of killing as I happened to remember them, in 
my books of instruction : — a way by stabbing ; a way by 
poison ; a way in a bed, by suffocation with a pillow. 
On that dreadful night, I never once called to mind what 
I find myself remembering now- tho harmless past, timo, 
when our friends used to say: ' tlunico is a good girl; 
wo are all fond of Eunice.' Shall I ever bo tho saino 
lovable creature again ? 

While I lay thinking, a strange thing happened. 
Pliilip, who had haunted mo for days and nights together, 
vanished out of my thoughts. My memory of tho lovo 
which had begun so brightly, and had ended so miser- 
ably, became a blank. Nothing was left but my own 
horrid visions of vengeance and death. 
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For awhile, the strokes of the clock still reached my 
ears. But it was an effort to count them ; I ended in 
letting them pass unheeded. Soon afterwards, the round 
of my thoughts began to circle slowly and more slowly. 
The strokes of the clock died out. The round of my 
thoughts stopped. 

All this time, my eyes were still covered by the hand- 
kerchief which I had laid over them. 

The darkness began to weigh on my spirits, and to fill 
me with distrust. I found myself suspecting that there 
was some change — perhaps an unearthly change — passing 
over the room. To remain blindfolded any longer was 
more than I could endure. I lifted my hand — without 
being conscious of the heavy sensation which, some time 
before, had laid my limbs helpless on the bed — I lifted 
my hand, and drew the handkerchief away from my eyes. 

The faint glow of the night-light was extinguished. 

But the room was not quite dark. There was a ghastly 
light trembling over it ; like nothing that I have ever seen 
by day ; like nothing that I have ever seen by night. I 
dimly discerned Selina's bed, and the frame of the win- 
dow, and the curtains on either side of it — but not the star- 
light, and not the shadowy tops of the trees in the garden. 

The light grew fainter and fainter ; the objects in the 
room faded slowly away. Darkness came. 

It may be a saying hard to believe — but, when I declare 
that I was not frightened, I am telling the truth. Whether 
the room was lit by awful light, or sunk in awful dark, I 
was equally interested in the expectation of what might 
happen next, I listened calmly for what I might hear : I 
waited calmly for what I might feel. 

A touch came first. I felt it creeping on my face — like 
a little fluttering breeze. The sensation pleased me for 
awhile. Soon it grow colder, and colder, and colder, till it 
froze me. 

' Oh, no more 1' I cried out. ' You are killing me with 
an icy death!' 

The dead-cold touches lingered a moment longer — and 
left me. 

The first sound came. 

It was the sound of a whisper on my pillow, close to 
my car. My strange insensibility to fear remained un- 

10 
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disturbed. The whisper was welcome, it kept me com- 
pany in the dark room. 

It said to me : ' Do you know who I am ?' 

I answered : 'No.' 

It said : ' Who have you been thinking of this evening ?' 

I answered : ' My mother.' 

The whisper said : ' I am your mother.' 

' Oh, mother, command the light to come back ! Show 
yourself to me 1' 

'No.' 

' Why not ?' 

' My face was hidden when I passed from life to death. 
My face no mortal creature may see.' 

' Oh, mother, touch me ! Kiss me I' 

< No.' 

•Why not?' 

' My touch is poison. My kiss is death.' 

The sense of fear began to come to me now. I moved 
my head away on the pillqw. The whisper followed my 
movement. 

' Leave me,' I said. ' You are an Evil Spirit.' 

The whisper answered : ' I am your mother.' 

' You come to tempt me.' 

' I come to harden your heart. Daughter of mine, 
whose blood is cool ; daughter of mine, who tamely sub- 
mits — you have loved. Is it true ?' 

' It is true.' 

' The man you loved has deserted you. Is it true ?' 

'It is tlU9.' 

' A woman has lured him away to herself. A woman 
has had no mercy on you, or on him. Is it true ?' 

' It is true.' 

' If she lives, what crime towards you will she commit 
next ?' 

' If she lives, she will marry him.' 

' Will you let her live ?' 

' Never.' 

' Have I hardened your heart against her ?' 

'Yes.' 

'Wili you kill her?' 

' Show me how.' 

There was a sudden silence. I was still left in tb.8 
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darkness ; feeling nothing, hearing nothing. Even the 
consciousness that I was lying on my bed deserted me. 
I had no idea that I was in the bedroom ; I had no know- 
ledge of where I was. 

The ghastly light that I had seen already dawned on 
me once more. I was no longer in my bed, no longer in 
my room, no longer in the house. Without wonder, with- 
out even a feeling of surprise, I looked round. The place 
was familiar to me. I was alone in the Museum of our 
town. 

The light flowed along in front of me. I followed, 
from room to room in the Museum, where the light led. 

First, through the picture gallery, hung with the works 
of modern masters. Then, through the room filled with 
specimens of stuffed animals. The lion and the tiger, 
the vulture of the Alps and the great albatross, looked 
like living creatures threatening me, in the supernatural 
light. I entered the third room, devoted to the exhibition 
of ancient armour, and the weapons of all nations. Here 
the light rose higher, and, leaving me in darkness where 
I stood, showed a collection of swords, daggers, and 
knives arranged on the wall in imitation of the form of a 
star. 

The whisper sounded again, close at my ear. It echoed 
my own thought, when I called to mind the ways of 
killing which history had taught me. It said : ' Kill her 
with the knife.' 

No. My heart failed me when I thought of the blood. 
I hid the dreadful weapons from my view. I cried out : 
' Let me go ! let me go !' 

Again, I was lost in darkness. Again, I had no know- 
ledge in me of where I was. Again, after an interval, the 
light showed me the new place in which I stood. 

I was alone in the burial ground of our parish church. 
The light led me on, among the graves, to the lonely 
corner in which the great yew tree stands ; and, rising 
higher, revealed the solemn foliage, brightened by the 
fatal red fruit which hides in itself the seeds of death. 

The whisper tempted me again. It followed again the 
train of my own thought. It said : ' Kill her by poison.' 

No. Eevenge by poison steals its way to its end. The 
base deceitfulness of Helena's crime against me seemed 

10-2 
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to call for a day of reckoning that hid itself under no 
disguise. I raised mj 7 cry to be delivered from the sight 
of the deadly tree. The changes which I have tried to 
describe, followed once more the confession of what I 
felt ; the darkness was dispelled for the third time. 

I was standing in Helena's room, looking at her as 
she lay asleep in her bed. 

She was quite still now ; but she must have been rest- 
less at some earlier time. The bed-clothes were dis- 
ordered, her head had sunk so low, that the pillow rose 
high and vacant above her. There, coloured by a tender 
flush of sleep, was the face whose beauty put my poor 
face to shame. There, was the sister who had committed 
the worst of murders — the wretch who had killed in me 
all that made life worth having. While that thought 
was in my mind, I heard the whisper again. ' Kill her 
openly,' the tempting mother said. ' Kill her daringly. 
Faint heart, do you still want courage ? Rouse your 
spirit; look ! see yourself in the act !' 

The temptation took a form which now tried me for 
the first time. 

As if a mirror had reflected the scene, I saw myself 
standing by the bedside, with the pillow that was to 
smother the sleeper in my hands. I heard the whisper- 
ing voice telling me how to speak the words that warned 
and condemned her : ' Wake ! you who have taken him 
from me ! Wake ! and meet your doom.' 

I saw her start up in bed. The sudden movement dis- 
ordered the nightdress over her bosom, and showed the 
miniature portrait of a man, hung round her neck. 

The man was Philip. The likeness was looking at me. 

So dear, so lovely— those eyes that had once been the 
light of my heart, mourned for me and judged me now. 
They saw the guilty thought that polluted me ; they 
brought me to my knees, imploring him to help me back 
to my better self : ' One last mercy, dear, to comfort me 
under the loss of you. Let the love that was once my 
life, be my good angel still. Save me, Philip, even 
though you forsake me — save me from myself !' 

****** 

There was a sudden cry. 

The agony of it pierced my brain— drove away the 



EUNICE S DIARY. 149 

ghastly light — silenced the tempting whispers. I came 
to myself. I saw — and not in a dream. 

Helena had started up in her bed. That cry of terror, 
at the sight of me in her room at night, had burst from 
her lips. The miniature of Philip hung round her neck, 
a visible reality. Though my head was dizzy, though 
my heart was sinking, I had not lost my senses yet. AH 
that the night lamp could show me, I still saw ; and I 
heard the sound, faintly, when the door of the bed- 
chamber was opened. Alarmed by that piercing cry, my 
father came hurrying into the room. 

Not a word passed between us three. The whispers 
that I had heard were wicked ; the thoughts that had 
been in my mind were vile. Had they left some poison 
in the air of the room, which killed the words on our lips ? 

My father looked at Helena. With a trembling hand, 
she pointed to me. He put his arm round rne, and held 
me up. I remember his leading me away — and I re- 
member nothing more. 

My last words are written. I lock up this journal of 
misery — never, I hope and pray, to open it again. 



^tcontJ :Praotf (continued). 

EVENTS IX THE FAMILY, RELATED BY THE 
GOVERNOR. 

CHAPTEE XXXII. 

TUB MIDDLE-AGED LADY. 

In the year 1870, I found myself compelled to submit to 
the demands of two hard task-masters. Advancing a;:e 
and failing health reminded the Governor of the Prison 
of his duty to his successor, in one unanswerable word— 
Eesign. 

When they have employed us and interested us, for 
the greater part of our lives, we bid farewell to our duties 
— even to the gloomy duties of a prison — with a sense of 
regret. My view of the future presented a vacant pros- 
pect indeed, when I looked at my idle life to come, and 
Wondered what I should do with it. Loose on the world 
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— at my age ! — I drifted into domestic refuge, under the 
care of my two dear and good sons. After a while (never 
mind how long a while) I began to grow restless under 
the heavy burden of idleness. Having nothing else to 
complain of, I complained of my health, and consulted a 
doctor. That sagacious man hit on the right way of 
getting rid of me — he recommended travelling. 

This was unexpected advice. After some hesitation, I 
accepted it reluctantly. 

The instincts of age recoil from making new acquaint- 
ances, contemplating new places, and adopting new 
habits. Besides, I hate railway travelling. However, I 
contrived to get as far as Italy, and stopped to rest at 
Florence. Here, I found pictures by the old masters 
that I could really enjoy, a public park that I could 
honestly admire, and an excellent friend and colleague of 
former days ; once chaplain to the prison, now clergyman 
in charge of the English Church. We met in the gallery 
of the Pitti Palace ; and he recognised me immediately. 
I was pleased to find that the lapse of years had made so 
little difference in my personal appearance. 

The traveller who advances as far as Florence, and 
does not go on to Eome, must be regardless indeed of the 
opinions of his friends. Let me not attempt to conceal 
it — I am that insensible traveller. Over and over again, 
I said to myself : ' Eome must be done ;' and over and 
over again, I put off doing it. To own the truth, the 
fascinations of Florence, aided by the society of my 
friend, laid so strong a hold on me that I believe I should 
have ended my days in the delightful Italian city, but for 
the dangerous illness of one of my sons. This misfortune 
hurried me back to England, in dread, every step of the 
way, of finding that I had arrived too late. The journey 
(thank God) proved to have been taken without need. 
My son was no longer in danger, when I reached London 
in the year 1875. 

At that date, I was near enough to the customary limit 
of human life to feel the necessity of rest and quiet. In 
other words, my days of travel had come to their end. 

Having established myself in my own country, I did 
not forget to let old friends know where they might find 
me. Among those to whom I wrote was another colleague 
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of past years, who still held his medical appointment in 
the prison. When I received the doctor's reply, it en- 
closed a letter directed to me at my old quarters in the 
Goyernor's rooms. Who could possibly have sent a letter 
to an address which I had left five years since ? My cor- 
respondent proved to be no less a person than the Con- 
gregational Minister — the friend whom I had estranged 
from me by the tone in which I had written to him, on 
the long-past occasion of his wife's death. 

It was a distressing letter to read. I beg permission 
to give only the substance of it in this place. 

Entreating me, with touching expressions of humility 
and sorrow, to forgive his long silence, the writer appealed 
to my friendly remembrance of him. He was in sore 
need of counsel, under serious difficulties ; and I was the 
only person to whom he could apply for help. In the 
disordered state of his health at that time, he ventured to 
hope that I would visit him at his present place of abode, 
and would let him have the happiness of seeing me as 
speedily as possible. He concluded with this extra- 
ordinary postscript : 

' When you see my daughters, say nothing to either of 
them which relates, in any way, to the subject of their 
ages. You shall hear why when we meet.' 

The reading of this letter naturally reminded me of the 
claims which my friend's noble conduct had established 
on my admiration and respect, at the past time when we 
met in the prison. I could not hesitate to grant his 
request — strangely as it was expressed, and doubtful as 
the prospect appeared to be of my answering the expecta- 
tions which he had founded on the renewal of our inter- 
course. Answering his letter by telegraph, I promised to 
be with him on the next day. 

On arriving at the station, I found that I was the only 
traveller, by a first-class carriage, who left the train. A 
young lady, remarkable by her good looks and good 
dressing, seemed to have noticed this trifling circum- 
stance. She approached me with a ready smile. ' I 
believe I am speaking to my father's friend,' she said ; 
' my name is Helena Gracedieu.' 

Here was one of the Minister's two ' daughters ' ; and 
that one of the two— as I discovered the moment I shook 
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hands with her — who was my friend's own child. Misa 
Helena recalled to me her mother's face, infinitely 
improved by youth and health, and by a natural beauty 
which that cruel and deceitful woman could never have 
possessed. The slanting forehead and the shifting flash- 
ing eyes, that I recollected in the parent, were repro- 
duced (slightly reproduced, I ought to say) in the child. 
As for the other features, I had never seen a more 
beautiful nose and mouth, or a more delicately-shaped 
outline, than was presented by the lower part of the face. 
But Miss Helena somehow failed to charm me. I doubt 
if I should have fallen in love with her, even in the days 
when I was a foolish young man. 

The first question that I put, as we drove from the 
station to the house, related naturally to her father. 

' He is very ill,' she began ; ' I am afraid you must 
prepare yourself to see a sad change. Nerves. The 
mischief first showed itself, the doctor tells us, in de- 
rangement of his nervous system. He has been, I regret 
to tell you, obstinate in refusing to give up his preaching 
and pastoral work. He ought to have tried rest at the 
seaside. Things have gone on from bad to worse. Last 
Sunday, at the beginning of his sermon, he broke down. 
Very, very sad, is it not ? The doctor says that precious 
time has been lost, and he must make up his mind to 
resign his charge. He won't hear of it. You are his old 
friend. Please try to persuade him.' 

Fluently spoken; the words well chosen; the melodious 
voice reminding me of the late Mrs. Gracedieu's advan- 
tages in that respect ; little sighs judiciously thrown in 
here and there, just at the right places ; everything, let 
me own, that could present a dutiful daughter as a pattern 
of propriety— and nothing, let me add, that could produce 
an impression on my insensible temperament. If I had 
not been too discreet to rush at a hasty conclusion, I 
might have been inclined to say : her mother's child, 
every inch of her ! 

The interest which I was still able to feel in my 
friend's domestic affairs centred in the daughter whom he 
had adopted. 

In her infancy I had seen the child, and liked her ; I 
was the one person living (since the death of Mrs. Grace- 
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dieu) who knew how the Minister had concealed the sad 
secret of her parentage ; and I wanted to discover if the 
hereditary taint had begun to show itself in the innocent 
offspring of the murderess. Just as I was considering 
how I might harmlessly speak of Miss Helena's 'sister,' 
Miss Helena herself introduced the subject. 

'May I ask,' she resumed, 'if you were disappointed 
when you found nobody but me to meet you at our 
station ?' 

Here was an opportunity of paying her a compliment, 
if I had been a younger man, or if she had produced a 
favourable impression on me. As it was, I hit — if I 
may praise myself — on an ingenious compromise. 

' What excuse could I havo,' I asked, ' for feeling dis- 
appointed?' 

' Well, I hear you are an oTicial personage — I ought 
to say, perl aps, a retired official personage. We might 
have received you more respectfully, if both my father's 
daughters had been present at the station. It's not my 
fault that my sister was not with me.' 

The tone in which she said this strengthened my 
prejudice against her. It told me that the two girls were 
living together on no very friendly terms ; and it sug- 
gested — justly or unjustly I could not then decide — that 
Miss Helena was to blame. 

' Perhaps your sister is ill?' I said. 

' My sister is away from home.' 

' Surely, Miss Helena, that is a good reason for her not 
coming to meet me?' 

' I beg your pardon — it is a bad reason. She has been 
sent away for the recovery of her health — and the loss of 
her health is entirely her own fault.' 

What did this matter to me ? I decided on dropping 
the subject. My memory reverted, however, to past 
occasions on which the loss of my health had been 
entirely my own fault. There was something in these 
personal recollections, which encouraged my perverse 
tendency to sympathize with a young lady to whom I 
had not yet been introduced. The young lady's sister 
appeared to be discouraged by my silenc 3. She said : 'I 
hope you don't think the worse of me for what I have just 
mentioned?' 
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' Certainly not.' 

' Perhaps, you will fail to see any need of my speaking 
of my sister at all ? Will you kindly listen, if I try to 
explain myself ?' 

' With pleasure.' 

She slyly set the best construction on my perfectly 
commonplace reply. 

' Thank you,' she said. 'The fact is, my father (I can't 
imagine why) wishes you to see my sister as well as me. 
He has written to the farmhouse at which she is now 
staying, to tell her to come home to-morrow. It is 
possible — if your kindness offers me an opportunity — that 
I may ask to be guided by your experience, in a little 
matter which interests me. My sister is rash, and reck- 
less, and has a terrible temper. I should be very sorry 
indeed if you were induced to form an unfavourable 
opinion of me, from anything you might notice if you see 
us together. You understand me, I hope?' 

' I quite understand you.' 

To set me against her sister, in her own private 
interests — there, as I felt sure, was the motive under 
which she was acting. As hard as her mother, as selfish 
as her mother, and, judging from those two bad qualities, 
probably as cruel as her mother. That was how I 
understood Miss Helena Gracedieu, when our carriage 
drew up at her father's house. 

A middle-aged lady was on the door-step, when we 
arrived, just ringing the bell. She looked round at us 
both ; being evidently as complete a stranger to my fair 
companion as she was to me. When the servant opened 
the door, she said : 

'Is Miss Jillgall at home?' 

At the sound of that odd name, Miss Helena tossed 
her head disdainfully. She took no sort of notice of the 
stranger-lady who was at the door of her father's house. 
This young person's contempt for Miss Jillgall appeared 
to extend to Miss Jillgall's friends. 

In the meantime, the servant's answer was : ' Not at 
home.' 

The middle-aged lady said ; ' Do you expect her back 
soon ?' 

' Yes, ma'am.' 
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' I will call again, later in the day.' 

' What name, if you please ?' 

The lady stole another look at me, before she replied. 

' Never mind the name,' she said — and walked away. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE MINISTER'S MISFORTUNE. 

' Do you know that lady ?' Miss Helena asked, as we 
entered the house. 

' She is a perfect stranger to me,' I answered. 
' Are you sure you have not forgotten her ?' 
' Why do you think I have forgotten her ?' 
' Because she evidently remembered you.' 
The lady had no doubt looked at me twice. If this 
meant that my face was familiar to her, I could only 
repeat what I have already said. Never, to my know- 
ledge, had I seen her before. 

Leading the way upstairs, Miss Helena apologised for 
taking me into her father's bedroom. ' He is able to sit 
up in an arm-chair,' she said ; ' and he might do more, as 
I think, if he would exert himself. He won't exert him- 
self. Very sad. Would you like to look at your room, 
before you see my father ? It is quite ready for you. We 
hope ' — she favoured me with a fascinating smile, devoted 
to winning my heart when her interests required it — ' we 
hope you will pay us a long visit ; we look on you as one 
of ourselves.' 

I thanked her, and said I would shake hands with my 
old friend before I went to my room. We parted at the 
bedroom door. 

It is out of my po\^er to describe the shock that over- 
powered me when I first saw the Minister again, after 
the long interval of time that had separated us. Nothing 
that his daughter said, nothing that I myself anticipated, 
had prepared me for that lamentable change. For the 
moment, I was not sufficiently master of myself to be 
able to speak to him. He added to my embarrassment 
by the humility of his manner, and the formal elaboration 
of his apologies. 

' I feel painfully that I have taken a liberty with you,' 
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he said, ' after the long estrangement between vis — for 
which my want of Christian forbearance is to blame. 
Forgive it, sir, and forget it. I hope to show that ne- 
cessity justifies my presumption, in subjecting you to a 
wearisome journey for my sake.' 

Beginning to recover myself, I begged that he would 
make no more excuses. My interruption seemed to 
confuse him. 

' I wished to say,' he went on, ' that you are the one 
man who can understand me. There is my only reason 
for asking to see you, and looking forward as I do to your 
advice. You remember the night — or was it the day ? — ■ 
before that miserable woman was hanged ? You were the 
only person present when I agreed to adopt the poor 
little creature, stained already (one may say) by its 
mother's infamy I think your wisdom foresaw what a 
terrible responsibility I was undertaking ; you tried to 
prevent it. Well ! well ! you have been in my confidence 
— you only. Mind ! nobody in this house knows that one 
of the two girls is not really my daughter. Pray stop me, 
if you find me wandering from the point. My wish is to 
show that you are the only man I can open my heart to. 

She ' He paused, as if in search of a lost idea, and 

left the sentence uncompleted. ' Yes,' he went on, ' I 
was thinking of my adopted child. Did I ever tell you 
that I baptized her myself? and by a good Scripture 
name too — Eunice. Ah, sir, that little helpless baby is a 
grown-up girl now; of an age to inspire love, and to feel 
love. I blush to acknowledge it ; I have behaved with a 
want of self-control, with a cowardly weakness — . No ! 
I am, indeed, wandering this time. I ought to have told 
you first that I have been brought face to face with the 
possibility of Eunice's marriage. And, to make it worse 
still, I can't help liking the young man. He comes of a 
good family — excellent manners, highly educated, plenty 
of money, a gentleman in every sense of the word. And 
poor little Eunice is so fond of him ! Isn't it dreadful to 
be obliged to check her dearly-loved Philip ? The young 
gentleman's name is Philip. Do you like the name ? I 
say I am obliged to check her sweetheart in the rudest 
manner, when all he wants to do is to ask me modestly 
fcr my sweet Eunice's band. Oh, what have I not 
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suffered, without a word of sympathy to comfort me, 
before I had courage enough to write to you ! Shall I 
make a dreadful confession ? If my religious convictions 
had not stood in my way, I believe I should have com- 
mitted suicide. Put yourself in my place. Try to see 
yourself shrinking from a necessary explanation, when 
the happiness of a harmless girl— so dutiful, so affec- 
tionate — depended on a word of kindness from your lips. 
And that word you are afraid to speak ! Don't take 
offence, sir; I mean myself, not you. Why don't you 
say something ?' he burst out fiercely, incapable of per- 
ceiving that he had allowed me no opportunity of speak- 
ing to him. ' Good God ! don't you understand me, 
after all ?' 

The signs of mental confusion in his talk had so dis- 
tressed me, that I had not been composed enough to feel 
sure of what he really meant, until he described himself 
as ' shrinking from a necessary explanation.' Hearing 
those words, my knowledge of the circumstances helped 
me ; I realised what his situation really was. 

' Compose yourself,' I said, ' I understand you at last.' 

He had suddenly become distrustful. 

' Prove it ;' he muttered, with a furtive look at me. 'I 
want to be satisfied that you understand my position.' 

' This is your position,' I told him. ' You are placed 
between two deplorable alternatives. If you tell this 
young gentleman that Miss Eunice's mother was a 
criminal hanged for murder, his family — even if he 
himself doesn't recoil from it — will unquestionably forbid 
the marriage; and your adopted daughter's happiness will 
be the sacrifice.' 

' True !' he said. ' Frightfully true ! Go on.' 

' If, on the other hand, you sanction the marriage, and 
conceal the truth, you commit a deliberate act of deceit ; 
and you leave the lives of the young couple at the mercy 
of a possible discovery, which might part husband and 
wife — cast a slur on their children — and break up the 
household.' 

He shuddered while he listened to me. ' Come to the 
end of it,' he cried. 

I had no more to say, and I was obliged to answer him 
to that effect. 
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' No more to say ?' he replied. ' You have not told me 
yet what I most want to know.' 

I did a rash thing ; I_ asked what it was that he most 
wanted to know. 

' Can't you see it for yourself?' he demanded 
indignantly ' Suppose you were put between those two 
alternatives which you mentioned just now.' 

'Well?' 

' What would you do, sir, in my place ? Would you 
own the disgraceful truth — before the marriage — or run 
the risk, and keep the horrid story to yourself ?' 

Either way, my reply might lead to serious conse- 
quences. I hesitated. 

He threatened me with his poor feeble hand. It was 
only the anger of a moment ; his humour changed to 
supplication. He reminded me piteously of bygone days : 
' You used. to be a kind-hearted man. Has age hardened 
you ? Have you no pity left for your old friend ? My 
poor heart is sadly in want of a word of wisdom, spoken 
kindly.' 

Who could have resisted this ? I took his hand : ' Be 
at ease, dear Minister. In your place I should run the 
risk, and keep that horrid story to myself.' 

He sank back gently in his chair. ' Oh, the relief of 
it !' he said. ' How can I thank you as I ought for 
quieting my mind ?' 

I seized the opportunity of quieting his mind to good 
purpose by suggesting a change of subject. ' Let us have 
done with serious talk for the present,' I proposed. ' I 
have been an idle man for the last five years, and I want 
to tell you about my travels.' 

His attention began to wander, he evidently felt no 
interest in my travels. ' Are you sure,' he asked 
anxiously, ' that we have said all we ought to say ? No !' 
he cried, answering bis own question. ' I believe I have 
forgotten something — I am certain I have forgotten some- 
thing. Perhaps I mentioned it in the letter I wrote to 
you. Have you got my letter ?' 

I showed it to him. He read the letter, and gave it 
back to me with a heavy sigh. ' Not there !' he said 
despairingly. ' Not there !' 

' Is the lost remembrance connected with anybody in 



THE MINISTER S MISFORTUNE. 159 

the house ?' I asked, trying to help him. ' Does it relate, 
by any chance, to one of the young ladies ?' 

' You wonderful man ! Nothing escapes you. Yes ; 
the thing I have forgotten concerns one of the girls. 
Stop ! Let me get at it by myself. Surely it relates to 
Helena ?' He hesitated ; his face clouded over with an 
expression of anxious thought. ' Yes ; it relates to 
Helena,' he repeated — ' bat how?' His eyes filled with 
tears. ' I am ashamed of my weakness,' he said faintly. 
' You don't know how dreadful it is to forget things in 
this way.' 

The injury that his mind had sustained now assumed 
an aspect that was serious indeed. The subtle machinery 
which stimulates the memory, by means of the associa- 
tion of ideas, appeared to have lost its working power in 
the intellect of this unhappy man. I made the first 
suggestion that occurred to me, rather than add to his 
distress by remaining silent. 

" ' If we talk of your daughter,' I said, ' the merest 
accident — a word spoken at random by you or me — may 
be all your memory wants to rouse it." 

He agreed eagerly to this : ' Yes ! Yes ! Let me 
begin. Helena met you, I think, at the station. Of 
course, I remember that ; it only happened a few hours 
since. Well ?' he went on, with a change in his manner 
to parental pride, which it was pleasant to see, 'did you 
think my daughter a fine girl? I hope Helena didn't 
disappoint you ?' 

' Quite the contrary.' Having made that necessary 
reply, I saw my way to keeping his mind occupied by a 
harmless subject. ' It must, however, be owned,' I went 
on, ' that your daughter surprised me.' 

' In what way ?' 

' When she mentioned her name. Who could have 
supposed that you — an inveterate enemy to the Eoman 
Catholic Church — would have christened your daughter 
by the name of a Eoman Catholic Saint ?' 

He listened to this with a smile. Had I happily 
blundered on some association which his mind was still 
able to pursue ? 

' You happen to be wrong this time,' he said 
pleasantly. ' I never gave my girl the name of Helena ; 
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and, what is more, I never baptized her. You ought id 
know that. Years and years ago, I wrote to tell you 
that my poor wife had made me a proud and happy 
father. And surely I said that the child was born while 
she was on a visit to her brother's rectory. Do you 
remember the name of the place ? I told you it was a 

remote little village, called Suppose we put your 

memory to a test ? Can you remember the name ?' he 
asked, with a momentary appearance of triumph showing 
itself, poor fellow, in his face. 

After the time that had elapsed, the name had slipped 
my memory. When I confessed this, he exulted over me, 
with an unalloyed pleasure which it was cheering to see. 

' Your memory is failing you now,' he said. ' The 
name is Long Lanes. And what do you think my wife 
did — this is so characteristic of her ! — when I presented 
myself at her bedside. Instead of speaking of our own 
baby, she reminded me of the name that I had given to 
our adopted daughter when I baptized the child. " You 
chose the ugliest name that a girl can have," she said. 
I begged her to remember that " Eunice" was a name in 
Scripture. She persisted in spite of me. (What firm- 
ness of character!) "I detest the name of Eunice!" 
she said; " and now that I have a girl of my own, it's 
my turn to choose the name ; I claim it as my right." 
She was beginning to get excited ; I allowed her to have 
her own way, of course. " Only let me know," I said, 
" what the name is to be when you have thought of it." 
My dear sir, she had the name ready, without thinking 
about it : " My baby shall be called by the name that is 
sweetest in my ears, the name of my dear lost mother." 
We had — what shall I call it? — a slight difference of 
opinion when I heard that the name was to be Helena. 
I really could not reconcile it to my conscience to baptize 
a child of mine by the name of a Popish saint. My wife's 
brother set things right between us. A worthy good man ; 
he died not very long ago — I forget the date. Not to 
detain you any longer, the rector of Long Lanes baptized 
our daughter. That is how she comes by her un-English 
name ; and so it happens that her birth is registered in 
a village which her father has never inhabited. I hope, 
sir, you think a little better of my memory now ?' 
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I was afraid to tell him what I really did think. 

He was not fifty years old yet ; and he had just ex- 
hibited one of the sad symptoms which mark the broken 
memory of old age. Lead him back to the events of 
many years ago, and (as he had just proved to me) he 
could remember well and relate coherently. But let him 
attempt to recall circumstances which had only taken 
place a short time since, and forgetfulness and confusion 
presented the lamentable result, just as I have related it. 

The effort that he had made, the agitation that he had 
undergone in talking to me, had confirmed my fears that 
he would overtask his wasted strength. He lay back in 
his chair. ' Let us go on with our conversation,' he 
murmured. ' We haven't recovered what I had for- 
gotten, yet.' His eyes closed, and opened again languidly . 
' There was something I wanted to recall,' he resumed, 
' and you were helping me.' His weak voice died away ; 
his weary eyes closed again. After waiting until there 
could be no doubt that he was resting peacefully in sleep, 
I left the room. 

CHAPTEE XXXIV. 

THE LIVELY OLD MAID. 

A perfect stranger to the interior of the house (seeing 
that my experience began and ended with the Minister's 
bedchamber), I descended the stairs, in the character of 
a guest in search of domestic information. 

On my way down, I heard the door of a room on the 
ground floor opened, and a woman's voice below, speaking 
in a hurry : ' My dear, I have not a moment to spare ; 
my patients are waiting for me.' This was followed by a 
confidential communication, judging by the tone. ' Mind ! 
not a word about me to that old gentleman !' Her patients 
were waiting for her — had I discovered a female doctor ? 
And there was some old gentleman whom she was not 
willing to trust — surely I was not that much-injured man ? 

Beaching the hall just as the lady said her last words, 
I caught a glimpse of her face, and discovered the middle- 
aged stranger who had called on ' Miss Jillgall,' and had 
promised to repeat her visit. A second lady was at the 
door, with her back to me. taking leave of her friend. 
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Having said good-bye, she turned round — and we con- 
fronted each other. 

I found her to be a little person, wiry and active ; past 
the prime of life, and ugly enough to encourage prejudice, 
in persons who take a superficial view of their fellow- 
creatures. Looking impartially at the little sunken eyes 
which rested on me with a comical expression of embar- 
rassment, I saw signs that said : There is some good here, 
under a disagreeable surface, if you can only find it. 

She saluted me with a carefully-performed curtsey, and 
threw open the door of a room on the ground floor. 

' Pray walk in, sir, and permit me to introduce myself. 
T am Mr. Gracedieu's cousin — Miss Jillgali. Proud in- 
deed to make the acquaintance of a gentleman distin- 
guished in the service of his country — or perhaps I ought 
to say, in the service of the Law. The Governor offers 
hospitality to prisoners. And who introduces prisoners 
to board and lodging with the Governor? — the Law. 
Beautiful weather for the time of year, is it not ? May I 
ask — have you seen your room ?' 

The embarrassment which I had already noticed had 
extended by this time to her voice and her manner. She 
was evidently trying to talk herself into a state of con- 
fidence. It seemed but too probable that I was indeed 
the person mentioned by her prudent friend at the door. 

Having acknowledged that I had not seen my room 
yet, my politeness attempted to add that there was no 
hurry. The wiry little lady was of the contrary opinion ; 
she jumped out of her chair as if she had been shot out 
of it. ' Pray let me make myself useful. The dream of 
my life is to make myself useful to others ; and to such a 

man as you 1 consider myself honoured. Besides, I 

do enjoy running up and downstairs. This way, dear 
sir ; this way to your room.' 

She skipped up the stairs, and stopped on the first 
landing. ' Do you know, I am a timid person, though I 
may not look like it. Sometimes, curiosity gets the 
better of me — and then I grow bold. Did you notice a 
lady who was taking leave of me just now at the house 
door ?' 

I replied that I had seen the lady for a moment, but 
not for the first time. ' Just as I arrived here from the 
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Station,' I said, ' I found her paying a visit when you 
were not at home.' 

• Yes — and do tell me one thing more.' My readiness 
in answering seemed to have inspired Miss Jillgall with 
confidence. I heard no more confessions of overpowering 
curiosity. ' Am I right,' she proceeded, ' in supposing 
that Miss Helena accompanied you, on your way here 
from the station ?' 

' Quite right.' 

' Did she say anything particular, when she saw the 
lady asking for me at the door ?' 

' Miss Helena thought,' I said, ' that the lady recog- 
nised me as a person whom she had seen before.' 

' And what did you think yourself ?' 

' I thought Miss Helena was wrong.' 

' Very extraordinary !' With that remark Miss Jillgall 
dropped the subject. The meaning of her reiterated in- 
quiries was now, as it seemed to me, clear enough. She 
was eager to discover how I could have inspired the dis- 
trust of me, expressed in the caution addressed to her by 
her friend. 

When we reached the upper floor, she paused before 
the Minister's room. 

' I believe many years have passed,' she said, ' since 
you last saw Mr. Gracedieu. I am afraid you have found 
him a sadly changed man ? You won't be angry with 
me, I hope, for asking more questions? I owe Mr. 
Gracedieu a debt of gratitude which no devotion, on my 
part, can ever repay. You don't know what a favour I 
shall consider it, if you will tell me what you think of 
him. Did it seem to you that he was not quite himself ? 
I don't mean in his looks, poor dear — I mean in his mind.' 

There was true sorrow and sympathy in her face. I 
believe I should hardly have thought her ugly, if we had 
first met at that moment. Thus far, she had only amused 
me. I began really to like Miss Jillgall now. 

' I must not conceal from you,' I replied, ' that the 
state of Mr. Gracedieu s mind surprised and distressed 
me. But I ought also to tell you that I saw him perhaps 
at his worst. The subject on which he wished to speak 
with me would have agitated any man, in his state of 
health. He consulted me about his daughter's marriage.' 
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Miss Jillgall suddenly turned pale. 

'His daughter's marriage?' she repeated. 'Oh, you 
frighten me !' 

' Why should I frighten you ?' 

She seemed to find some difficulty in expressing herself. 
' I hardly know how to put it, sir. You will excuse me 
(won't you ?) if I say what I feel. You have influence — ■ 
not the sort of influence that finds places for people who 
don't deserve them, and gets mentioned in the newspapers 
- — I only mean influence over Mr. Gracedieu. That's 

what frightens me. How do I know ? Oh, dear, I'm 

asking another question ! Allow me, for once, to be plain 
and positive. I'm afraid, sir, you have encouraged the 
Minister to consent to Helena's marriage.' 

' Pardon me,' I answered, ' you mean Eunice's marriage.' 

' No, sir ! Helena.' 

' No, Madam ! Eunice.' 

' What does he mean ?' said Miss Jillgall to herself. 

I heard her. ' This is what I mean,' I asserted, in my 
most positive manner. ' The only subject on which the 
Minister has consulted me is Miss Eunice's marriage.' 

My tone left her no alternative but to believe me. She 
looked not only bewildered but alarmed. ' Oh, poor man, 
has he lost himself in such a dreadful way as that ?' she 
said to herself. ' I daren't believe it.' She turned to me. 
' You have been talking with him for some time. Please 
try to remember. While Mr. Gracedieu was speaking of 
Euneece, did he say nothing of Helena's infamous 
conduct to her sister ?' 

Not the slightest hint of any such thing, I assured her, 
had reached my ears. 

' Then,' she cried, ' I can tell you what he has for- 
gotten ! We kept as much of that miserable story to 
ourselves as we could, in mercy to him. Besides, he was 
always fondest of Euneece ; she would live in his memory 
when he had forgotten the other — the wretch, the 
traitress, the plotter, the fiend !' Miss Jillgall's good 
manners slipped, as it were, from under her : she 
clenched her fists as a final means of expressing her 
sentiments. ' The wretched English language isn't half 
strong enough for me,' she declared with a look of fury. 

I toiok a liberty. ' May I ask what Miss Helena has 
done ?' I said. 
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' May you ask ? Oh, Heavens ! you must ask, you 
shall ask. Mr. Governor, if your eyes are not opened to 
Helena's true character, I can tell you what she will do ; 
she will deceive you into taking her part. Do you think 
she went to the station out of regard for the great man ? 
Pooh ! she went with an eye to her own interests ; and 
she means to make the great man useful. Thank God, I 
can stop that !' 

She checked herself there, and looked suspiciously at 
the door of Mr. Gracedieu's room. 

' In the interest of our conversation,' she whispered, 
' we have not given a thought to the place we have been 
talking in. Do you think the Minister has heard us ?' 

' Not if he is asleep — as I left him.' 

Miss Jillgall shook her head ominously. ' The safe 
way is this way,' she said. ' Come with me.' 

CHAPTEE XXXV 

THE FUTURE LOOKS GLOOMY. 

My ever-helpful guide led me to my room — well out of 
Mr. Gracedieu's hearing, if he happened to be awake — at 
the other end of the passage. Having opened the door, 
she paused on the threshold. The decrees of that merci- 
less English despot, Propriety, claimed her for their own. 
' Oh, dear !' she said to herself, ' ought I to go in?' 

My interest as a man (and, what is more, an old man) 
in the coming disclosure, was too serious to be trifled 
with in this way. I took her arm, and led her into my 
room as if I was at a dinner-party, leading her to the 
table. Is it the good or the evil fortune of mortals that 
the comic side of life, and the serious side of life, are 
perpetually in collision with each other? We burst out 
laughing, at a moment of grave importance to us both. 
Perfectly inappropriate, and perfectly natural. But we 
were neither of us philosophers, and we were ashamed 
of our own merriment the moment it had ceased. 

' When you hear what I have to tell you,' Miss Jillgall 
began, 'I hope you will think as I do. What has slipped 
Mr. Gracedieu's memory, it may be safer to say — for he 
is sometimes irritable, poor dear — where he won't know 
anything about it.' 
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With that she told the lamentable story of the desertion 
of Eunice. 

In silence I listened, from first to last. How could I 
trust myself to speak, as I must have spoken, in the 
presence of a woman ? The cruel injury inflicted on the 
poor girl, who had interested and touched me in the first 
innocent year of her life — who had grown to womanhood 
to be the victim of two wretches, both trusted by her, 
both bound to her by the sacred debt of love— so fired my 
temper that I longed to be within reach of the man, 
with a horsewhip in my hand. Seeing in my face, as I 
suppose, what was passing in my mind, Miss Jillgall 
expressed sympathy and admiration in her own quaint 
way : ' Ah, I like to see you so angry! It's grand to know 
that a man who has governed prisoners has got such a 
pitying heart. Let me tell you one thing, sir. You will 
be more angry than ever, when you see my sweet girl to- 
morrow. And mind this — it is Helena's devouring vanity, 
Helena's wicked jealousy of her sister's good fortune, that 
has done the mischief. Don't be too hard on Philip ? I 
do believe, if the truth was told, he is ashamed of himself.' 

I felt inclined to be harder on Philip than ever. 
' Where is he ?' I asked. 

Miss Jillgall started. ' Oh, Mr. Governor, don't show 
the severe side of yourself, after the pretty compliment I 
have just paid to you ! What a masterful voice 1 and 
what eyes, dear sir ; what terrifying eyes ! I feel as if I 
was one of your prisoners, and had misbehaved myself.' 

I repeated my question with improvement, I hope, in 
my looks and tones : ' Don't think me obstinate, my dear 
lady. I only want to know if he is in this town.' 

Miss Jillgall seemed to take a curious pleasure in dis- 
appointing me ; she had not forgotten my unfortunate 
abruptness of look and manner. ' You won't find him 
here,' she said. 

' Perhaps he has left England ?' 

' If you must know, sir, he is in London — with Mr. 
Dunboyne.' 

The name startled me. 

In a moment more it recalled to my memory a re- 
markable letter, addressed to me many years ago, which 
will be found in my introductory narrative. The writer 
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— an Irish gentleman, named Dunboyne — confided to ma 
that his marriage had associated him with the murderess, 
who had then been recently executed, as brother-in-law 
to that infamous woman. This circumstance he had 
naturally kept a secret from everyone, including his son, 
then a boy. I alone was made an exception to the 
general rule, because I alone could tell him what had 
become of the poor little girl, who in spite of the dis- 
graceful end of her mother was still his niece. If the 
child had not been provided for, he felt it his duty to take 
charge of her education, and to watch over her prospects 
in the future. Such had been his object in writing to 
me ; and such was the substance of his letter. I had 
merely informed him, in reply, that his kind intentions 
had been anticipated, and that the child's prosperous 
future was assured. 

Miss Jillgall's keen observation noticed the impression 
that had been produced upon me. ' Mr. Dunboyne's 
name seems to surprise you,' she said. 

' This is the first time I have heard you mention it,' I 
answered. 

She looked as if she could hardly believe me. ' Surely 
you must have heard the name,' she said, ' when I told 
you about poor Euneece ?' 

' No.' 

' Well, then, Mr. Gracedieu must have mentioned it ?' 

'No.' 

This second reply in the negative irritated her. 

' At any rate,' she said sharply, ' you appeared to know 
Mr. Dunboyne's name, just now ' 

' Certainly !' 

' And yet,' she persisted, ' the name seemed to come 
upon you as a surprise. I don't understand it. If I h&ve 
mentioned Philip's name once, I have mentioned it a 
dozen times.' 

We were completely at cross-purposes. She had taken 
something for granted which was an unfathomable mys- 
tery to me. 

' Well,' I objected, ' if you did mention his name a 
dozen times — excuse me for asking the question — what 
then?' 

' Good Heavens !' cried Miss Jillgall, ' do you mean to 



1 63 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

say you never guessed that Philip was Mr. Dunboyne's 
son ?' 

I was petrified. 

His son ! Dunboyne's son ! How could I have 
guessed it ? 

At a later time only, the good little creature who had 
so innocently deceived me, remembered that the mischief 
might have been wrought by the force of habit. While 
he had still a claim on their regard, the family had always 
spoken of Eunice's unworthy lover by his Christian name ; 
and what had been familiar in their mouths felt the in- 
fluence of custom, before time enough had elapsed to 
make them think as readily of the enemy as they had 
hitherto thought of the friend. 

But I was ignorant of this : and the disclosure by which 
I found myself suddenly confronted was more than I 
could support. For the moment, speech was beyond me. 

His son ! Dunboyne's son ! 

What a position that young man had occupied, unsus- 
pected by his father, unknown to himself ! Kept in 
ignorance of the family disgrace, he had been a guest in 
the house of the man who had consoled his infamous 
aunt on the eve of her execution — who had saved his 
unhappy cousin from poverty, from sorrow, from shame. 
And but one human being knew this. And that human 
being was myself ! 

Observing my agitation, Miss Jillgall placed her own 
construction on it. 

' Do you know anything bad of Philip ?' she asked 
eagerly ' If it's something that will prevent Helena from 
marrying him, tell me what it is, I beg and pray-' 

I knew no more of ' Philip ' (whom she still called by 
his Christian name !) than she had told me herself : there 
was no help for it but to disappoint her. At the same 
time I was unable to conceal that I was ill at ease, and 
that it might be well to leave me by myself. After a look 
round the bedchamber to see that nothing was wanting 
to my comfort, she made her quaint curtsey, and left me 
with her own inimitable form of farewell. 

' Oh, indeed, I have been here too long ! And I'm 
afraid I have been guilty, once or twice, of vulgar 
familiarity. You will excuse me, I hope. This has been 
an exciting interview — I think I am going to cry,' 
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She ran out of the room ; and carried away with her 
some of my kindliest feelings, short as the time of our 
acquaintance had been. What a wife and what a mother 
was lost there — and all for want of a pretty face ! 

Left alone, my thoughts inevitably reverted to Dun- 
boyne the elder, and to all that had happened in Mr. 
Graced! eu's family since the Irish gentleman had written 
to me in bygone years. 

The terrible choice of responsibilities which had preyed 
on the Minister's mind had been foreseen by Mr. Dun- 
boyne, when he first thought of adopting his infant niece, 
and had warned him to dread what might happen in the 
future, if he brought her up as a member of the family 
with his own boy, and if the two young people became at 
a later period attached to each other. How had the wise 
foresight, which offered such a contrast to the poor 
Minister's impulsive act of mercy, met with its reward ? 
Fate or Providence (call it which we may) had brought 
Dunboyne's son and the daughter of the murderess 
together ; had inspired those two strangers with love ; 
and had emboldened them to plight their troth by a 
marriage engagement. Was the man's betrayal of the 
trust placed in him by the faithful girl, to be esteemed a 
fortunate circumstance by the two persons who knew the 
true story of her parentage, the Minister and myself ? 
Could we rejoice in an act of infidelity which had em- 
bittered and darkened the gentle harmless life of the 
victim ? Or could we, on the other hand, encourage the 
ruthless deceit, the hateful treachery, which had put the 
wicked Helena — with no exposure to dread if she married 
— into her wronged sister's place ? Impossible ! In the 
one case as in the other, impossible ! 

Equally hopeless did the prospect appear, when I tried 
to determine what my own individual course of action 
ought to be. 

In my calmer moments, the idea had occurred to my 
mind of going to Dunboyne the younger, and, if he had 
any sense of shame left, exerting my influence to lead 
him back to his betrothed wife. How could I now do 
this, consistently with my duty to the young man's father ; 
knowing what I knew, and not forgetting that I had my- 
self advised Mr. Gracedieu to keep the truth concealed, 
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when I was equally ignorant of Philip Dunboyne'a 
parentage and of Helena Gracedieu's treachery ? 

Even if events so ordered it that the marriage of Eunice 
might yet take place — without any interference exerted 
to produce that result, one way or the other, on my part 
— it would be just as impossible for me to speak out 
now, as it had been in the long-past years when I had so 
cautiously answered Mr. Dunboyne's letter. But what 
would he think of me if accident led, sooner or later, to 
the disclosure which I had felt bound to conceal ? The 
more I tried to forecast the chances of the future, the 
darker and the darker was the view that faced me. 

To my sinking heart and wearied mind, good Dame 
Nature presented a more acceptable prospect, when I 
happened to look out of the window of my room. There 
I saw the trees and flower-beds of a garden, tempting me 
irresistibly under the cloudless sunshine of a fine day. I 
was on my way out, to recover heart and hope, when a 
knock at the door stopped me. 

Had Miss Jillgall returned ? When I said ' Come in,' 
Mr. Gracedieu opened the door, and entered the room. 

He was so weak that he staggered as he approached 
me. Leading him to a chair, I noticed a wild look in his 
eyes, and a flush on his haggard cheeks. Something had 
happened. 

' When you were with me in my room,' he began, ' did 
I not tell you that I had forgotten something ?' 

' Certainly you did.' 

' Well, I have found the lost remembrance. My mis- 
fortune — I ought to call it the punishment for my sins, 
is recalled to me now. The worst curse that can fall on 
a father is the curse that has come to me. I have a 
wicked daughter. My own child, sir ! my own child I' 

Had he been awake, while Miss Jillgall and I had been 
talking outside his door ? Had he heard her ask me if 
Mr. Gracedieu had said nothing of Helena's infamous 
conduct to her sister, while he was speaking of Eunice ? 
The way to the lost remembrance had perhaps been 
found there. In any case, after that bitter allusion to 
his ' wicked daughter ' some result must follow. Helena 
Gracedieu and a day of reckoning might be nearer to each 
Other already than I had ventured to hope. 

I waited anxiously for what he might say to me next. 
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CHAPTEE XXXVI. 

THE WANDERING MIND. 

For the moment, the Minister disappointed me. 

Without speaking, without even looking up, he took 
out his pocket-book, and began to write in it. Constantly 
interrupted — either by a trembling in the hand that held 
the pencil, or by a difficulty (as I imagined) in expressing 
thoughts imperfectly realised — his patience gave way; he 
dashed the book on the floor. 

' My mind is gone !' he burst out. ' Oh, Father in 
Heaven, let death deliver me from a body without a 
mind !' 

Who could hear him, and be guilty of the cruelty of 
preaching self-control? I picked up the pocket-book, and 
offered to help him. 

' Do you think you can?' he asked. 

' I can at least try.' 

' Good fellow ! What should I do without you ? See 
now ; here is my difficulty. I have got so many things 
to say, I want to separate them — or else they will all run 
into each other. Look at the book,' my poor friend said 
mournfully ; * they have run into each other in spite 
of me.' 

The entries proved to be nearly incomprehensible. 
Here and there I discovered some scattered words, which 
showed themselves more or less distinctly in the midst of 
the surrounding confusion. The first word that I could 
make out was 'Education.' Helped by that hint, I 
trusted to guess-work to guide me in speaking to him. It 
was necessary to be positive, or he would have lost all 
faith in me. 

' Well ?' he said impatiently. 

' Well,' I answered, ' you have something to say to me 
about the education which you have given to your 
daughters.' 

' Don't put them together !' he cried. ' Dear, patient, 
sweet Eunice must not be confounded with that she- 
devil * 

' Hush, hush, Mr. Gracedieu ! Badly as Miss Helena 
has behaved, she is your own child.' 
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' I repudiate her, sir ! Think for a moment of what sho 
has done — and then think of the religious education that 
I have given her. Heartless ! Deceitful ! The most 
ignorant creature in the lowest dens of this town could 
have done nothing more basely cruel. And this, after 
years on years of patient Christian instruction on my 
part ! What is religion ? What is education ? I read a 
horrible book once (I forget who was the author) ; it 
called religion superstition, and education empty form. I 
don't know ; upon my word I don't know that the book 
may not — Oh, my tongue ! Why don't I keep a guard 
over my tongue ? Are you a father, too ? Don't interrupt 
me. Put yourself in my place, and think of it. Heartless, 
deceitful, and my daughter. Give me the pocket-book ; I 
want to see which memorandum comes first.' 

He had now wrought himself into a state of excitement, 
which relieved his spirits of the depression that had 
weighed on them up to this time. His harmless vanity, 
always, as I suspect, a latent quality in his kindly nature, 
had already restored his confidence. With a self-sufficient 
smile, he consulted his own unintelligible entries, and 
made his own wild discoveries. 

' Ah, yes ; " M " stands for Minister ; I come first. Am 
I to blame ? Am I — God forgive me my many sins— am 
I heartless ? Am I deceitful ?' 

' My good friend, not even your enemies could say that !' 

'Thank you. Who comes next?' He consulted the 
book again. ' Her mother, her sainted mother, comes 
next. People say she is like her mother. Was my wife 
heartless ? Was the angel of my life deceitful ?' 

(' That,' I thought to myself, ' is exactly what your 
wife was — and exactly what reappears in your wife's 
child.') 

' Where does her wickedness come from ?' he went on. 
' Not from her mother ; not from me ; not from a neg- 
lected education.' He suddenly stepped up to me, and 
laid his hands on my shoulders ; his voice dropped to 
hoarse, moaning, awe-struck tones. ' Shall I tell you 
what it is ? A possession of the devil.' 

It was so evidently desirable to prevent any continua- 
tion of such a train of thought as this, that I could feel 
no hesitation in interrupting him, 
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' Will you hear what I have to say ?' I asked bluntly. 

His humour changed again ; he made me a low bow, 
and went back to his chair. ' I will hear you with 
pleasure,' he answered politely. ' You are the most elo- 
quent man I know, with one exception— myself. Of 
course — myself.' 

' It is mere waste" of time,' I continued, ' to regret the 
excellent education which your daughter has misused.' 
Making that reply, I was tempted to add another word 
of truth. All education is at the mercy of two powerful 
counter-influences : the influence of temperament, and 
the influence of circumstances. But this was philosophy. 
How could I expect him to submit to philosophy? 'What 
we know of Miss Helena,' I went on, 'must be enough 
for us. She has plotted, and she means to succeed. Stop 
her.' 

'Just my idea!' he declared firmly. 'I refuse my 
consent to that abominable marriage.' 

In the popular phrase, I struck while the iron was hot. 
' You must do more than that, sir,' I told him. 

His vanity suddenly took the alarm — I was leading him 
rather too undisguisedly. He handed his book back to 
me. ' You will find,' he said loftily, ' that I have put it 
all down there.' 

I pretended to find it, and read an imaginary entry to 
this effect : ' After what she has already done, Helena is 
capable of marrying in defiance of my wishes and com- 
mands. This must be considered and provided against.' 
So far, I had succeeded in flattering him. But when 
(thinking of his paternal authority) I alluded next to his 
daughter's age, his eyes rested on me with a look of 
downright terror. 

' No more of that !' he said. ' I won't talk of the girls' 
ages even with you.' 

What did he mean ? It was useless to ask. I went on 
with the matter in hand — still deliberately speaking to 
him, as I might have spoken to a man with an intellect 
as clear as my own. In my experience, this practice 
generally stimulates a weak intelligence to do its best. 
W T e all know how children receive talk that is lowered, or 
books that are lowered, to their presumed level. 

' I shall take it for granted,' I continued, ' that Miss 
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Helena is still under your lawful authority. She can only 
arrive at her ends by means of a runaway marriage. In 
that case, much depends on the man. You told me you 
couldn't help liking him. This was, of course, before you 
knew of the infamous manner in which he has behaved. 
You must have changed your opinion now.' 

He seemed to be at a loss how to reply. ' I am afraid,' 
he said, ' the young man was drawn into it by Helena.' 

Here was Miss Jillgall's apology for Philip Dunboyna 
repeated in other words. Despising and detesting the 
fellow as I did, I was forced to admit to myself that he 
must be recommended by personal attractions which it 
would be necessary to reckon with. I tried to get some 
more information from Mr. Gracedieu. 

' The excuse you have just made for him,' I resumed, 
' implies that he is a weak man ; easily persuaded, easily 
led.' 

The Minister answered by nodding his head. 

' Such weakness as that,' I persisted, ' is a vice in 
itself. It has led already, sir, to the saddest results.' 

He admitted this by another nod. 

' I don't wish to shock you, Mr. Gracedieu ; but I must 
recommend employing the means that present themselves. 
You must practise on this man's weakness, for the sake 
of the good that may come of it. I hear he is in London 
with his father. Try the strong influence, and write to 
his father. There is another reason besides for doing this. 
It is quite possible that the truth has been concealed from 
Mr. Dunboyne the elder. Take care that he is informed 
of what has really happened. Are you looking for pen, 
ink, and paper ? Let me offer you the writing materials 
which I use in travelling.' 

I placed them before him. He took up the pen ; he 
arranged the paper ; he was eager to begin. 

After writing a few words, he stopped — reflected — tried 
again — stopped again — tore up the little that he had done 
— and began a new letter, ending in the same miserable 
result. It was impossible to witness his helplessness, to 
see how pitiably patient he was over his own incapacity, 
and to let the melancholy spectacle go on. I proposed 
to write the letter; authenticating it, of course, by hia 
signature. When he allowed me to take the pen, he 
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turned away his face, ashamed to let me see what he 
suffered. Was this the same man, whose great nature 
had so nobly asserted itself in the condemned cell? 
Poor mortality ! 

The letter was easily written. 

I had only to inform Mr. Dunboyne of his son's con- 
duct ; repeating, in the plainest language that I could use, 
what Miss Jillgall had related to me. Arrived at the 
conclusion, I contrived to make Mr. Gracedieu express 
himself in these strong terms : ' I protest against the 
marriage in justice to you, sir, as well as to myself. We 
can neither of us consent to be accomplices in an act of 
domestic treason of the basest kind.' 

In silence, tbe Minister read the letter, and attached 
his signature to it. In silence, he rose and took my arm. 
I asked if he wished to go to his room. He only replied 
by a sign. I offered to sit with him, and try to cheer 
him. Gratefully, he pressed my hand : gently, he put 
me back from the door. Crushed by the miserable dis- 
covery of the decay of his own faculties 1 What could I 
do ? what could I say ? Nothing I 

Miss Jillgall was in the drawing-room. With the 
necessary explanations, I showed her the letter. She 
read it with breathless interest. ' It terrifies one to think 
how much depends on old Mr. Dunboyne,' she said. 
' You know him. What sort of man is he ?' 

I could only assure her (after what I remembered of 
his letter to me) that he was a man whom we could 
depend upon. 

Miss Jillgall possessed treasures of information to 
which I could lay no claim. Mr. Dunboyne, she told 
me, was a scholar, and a writer, and a rich man. His 
views on marriage were liberal in the extreme. Let his 
son find good principles, good temper, and good looks, in 
a wife, and he would promise to find the money. 

' I get these particulars,' said Miss Jillgall, ' from dear 
Euneece. They are surely encouraging ? That Helena 
may carry out Mr. Dunboyne's views in her personal 
appearance is, I regret to say, what I can't deny. But 
as to the other qualifications, how hopeful is the prospect ! 
Good principles, and good temper ? Ha ! ha ! Helena 
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has the principles of Jezebel, and the temper of Lady 
Macbeth.' 

After dashing off this striking sketch of character, the 
fair artist asked to look at my letter again, and observed 
that the address was wanting. ' I can set this right for 
you,' she resumed, 'thanks, as before, to my sweet 
Euneece. And (don't be in a hurry) I can make myself 
useful in another way. Oh, how I do enjoy making myself 
useful ! If you trust your letter to the basket in the hall, 
Helena's lovely eyes — capable of the meanest conceivable 
actions — are sure to take a peep at the address. In that 
case, do you think your letter would get to London? I 
am afraid you detect a faint infusion of spitefulness in 
that question. Oh, for shame 1 I'll post the letter myself.' 



CHAPTEE XXXVII. 

THE SHAMELESS SISTER. 

For some reason, which my unassisted penetration was 
unable to discover, Miss Helena Gracedieu kept out of 
my way. 

At dinner, on the day of my arrival, and at breakfast 
on the next morning, she was present of course ; ready to 
make herself agreeable in a modest way, and provided 
with the necessary supply of cheerful small-talk. But 
the meal having come to an end, she had her domestic 
excuse ready, and unostentatiously disappeared like a 
well-bred young lady. I never met her on the stairs, 
never found myself intruding on her in the drawing-room, 
never caught her getting out of my way in the garden. 
As much at a loss for an explanation of these mysteries 
as I was, Miss Jillgall's interest in my welfare led her to 
caution me in a vague and general way. 

' Take my word for it, dear Mr. Governor, she has 
some design on you. Will you allow an insignificant old 
maid to offer a suggestion? Oh, thank you; I will 
venture to advise. Please look back at your experience 
of the very worst female prisoner you ever had to deal 
with — and be guided accordingly if Helena catches you 
at a private interview.' 

In less than half an hour afterwards, Helena caught 
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me. I was writing in my room, when the maidservant 
came in with a message : ' Miss Helena's compliments, 
sir, and would yon please spare her half an hour, down- 
stairs ?' 

My first excise was of course that I was engaged. This 
was disposed of by a second message, provided beforehand, 
no doubt, for an anticipated refusal : ' Miss Helena 
wished me to say, sir, that her time is your time.' I was 
still obstinate ; I pleaded next that my day was filled up. 
A third message had evidently been prepared, even for 
this emergency : ' Miss Helena will regret, sir, having 
the pleasure deferred, but she will leave you to make 
your own appointment for to-morrow ' Persistency so 
inveterate as this led to a result which Mr. Gracedieu's 
cautious daughter had not perhaps contemplated : it put 
me on my guard. There seemed to be a chance, to say 
the least of it, that I might serve Eunice's interests if I 
discovered what the enemy had to say I locked up my 
writing — declared myself incapable of putting Miss Helena 
to needless inconvenience — and followed the maid to the 
lower floor of the house. 

The room to which I was conducted proved to be 
empty. I looked round me. 

If I had been told that a man lived there who was 
absolutely indifferent to appearances, I should have 
concluded that his views were faithfully represented by 
his place of abode. The chairs and tables reminded me 
of a railway waiting-room. The shabby little bookcase 
was the mute record of a life indifferent to literature. 
The carpet was of that dreadful drab colour, still the 
cherished favourite of the average English mind, in spite 
of every protest that can be entered against it, on behalf 
of Art. The ceiling, recently whitewashed, made my 
eyes ache when they looked at it. On either side of the 
window, flaccid green curtains hung helplessly with 
nothing to loop them up. The writing-desk and the 
paper-case, viewed as specimens of woodwork, recalled 
the ready-made bedrooms on show in cheap shops. The 
books, mostly in slate-coloured bindings, were devoted to 
the literature which is called religious ; I only discovered 
three worldly publications among them — Domestic 
Cookery, Etiquette for Ladies, and Hints on the Breed- 

12 
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ing of Poultry. An ugly little clock, ticking noisily in a 
black case, and two candlesticks of base metal placed on 
either side of it, completed the ornaments on the chimney- 
piece. Neither pictures nor prints hid the barrenness of 
the walls. I saw no needlework and no flowers. The 
one object in the place which showed any pretensions to 
beauty was a looking-glass in an elegant gilt frame — 
sacred to vanity, and worthy of the office that it filled. 
Such was Helena Gracedieu's sitting-room. I really 
could not help thinking : How like her ! 

She came in with a face perfectly adapted to the 
circumstances — pleased and smiling ; amiably deferential, 
in consideration of the claims of her father's guest— and, 
to my surprise, in some degree suggestive of one of those 
incorrigible female prisoners, to whom Miss Jillgall had 
referred me when she offered a word of advice. 

' How kind of you to come so soon ! Excuse my 
receiving you in my housekeeping-room ; we shall not be 
interrupted here. Very plainly furnished, is it not? I 
dislike ostentation and display. Ornaments are out of 
place in a room devoted to domestic necessities. I hate 
domestic necessities. You notice the looking-glass ? It's 
a present. I should never have put such a thing up. 
Perhaps my vanity excuses it.' 

She pointed the last remark by a look at herself in the 
glass ; using it, while she despised it. Yes : there was 
a handsome face, paying her its reflected compliment — 
but not so well matched as it might have been by a hand- 
some figure. Her feet were too large ; her shoulders 
were too high ; the graceful undulations of a well-made 
girl were absent when she walked ; and her bosom was, 
to my mind, unduly developed for her time of life. 

She sat down by me with her back to the light. 
Happening to be opposite to the window, I offered her 
the advantage of a clear view of my face. She waited 
for me, and I waited for her — and there was an awkward 
pause before we spoke. She set the example. 

' Isn't it curious ?' she remarked. ' When two people 
have something particular to say to each other, and 
nothing to hinder them, they never seem to know how 
to say it. You are the oldest, sir. Why don't you begin ?' 

' Because I have nothing particular to say. 
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* In plain words, you mean that I must begin ?' 

' If you please.' 

' Very well. I want to know whether I have given 
you (and Miss Jillgall, of course) as much time as you 
want, and as many opportunities as you could desire 7 

' Pray go on, Miss Helena.' 

' Have I not said enough already ?' 

' Not enough, I regret to say, to convey your meaning 
to me.' 

She drew her chair a little farther away from me. ' I 
am sadly disappointed,' she said. ' I had such a high 
opinion of your perfect candour. I thought to myself, 
There is such a striking expression of frankness in his 
faco. Another illusion gone ! I hope you won't think I 
am offended, if I say a bold word. I am only a young 
girl, to be sure ; but I am not quite such a fool as you 
take me for. Do you really think I don't know that Miss 
Jillgall has been telling you everything that is bad about 
me ; putting every mistake that I have made, every 
fault that I have committed, in the worst possible point 
of view ? And you have listened to her — quite naturally 1 
And you are prejudiced, strongly prejudiced, against me 
— what else could you be, under the circumstances ? I 
don't complain ; I have purposely kept out of your way, 
and out of Miss Jillgall' s way ; in short, I have afforded 
you every facility, as the prospectuses say. I only want 
to know if my turn has come at last. Once more, have 
I given you time enough, and opportunities enough 7 

' A great deal more than enough.' 

' Do you mean that you have made up your mind about 
me without stopping to think ?' 

' That is exactly what I mean. An act of treachery, 
Miss Helena, is an act of treachery ; no honest person 
need hesitate to condemn it. I am sorry you sent for me.' 

I got up to go. With an ironical gesture of remon- 
strance, she signed to me to sit down again. 

' Must I remind you, dear sir, of our famous native 
virtue ? Fair play is surely duo to a young person who 
has nobody to take her part. You talked of treachery, 
just now. I deny the treachery. Please give me a hearing.' 

I returned to my chair. 

' Or would you prefer waiting,' she went on, ' till my 
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sister ccmes here later in the day, and continues what 
Miss Jillgall has begun, with the great advantage of 
being young and nice-looking?' 

When the female mind gets into this state, no wise 
man answers the female questions. 

'Am I to take silence as meaning Go on?' Miss Helena 
inquired. 

I begged her to interpret my silence in the sense most 
agreeable to herself. 

This naturally encouraged her. She made a proposal : 
• Do you mind changing places, sir ?' 

' Just as you like, Miss Helena. ' 

We changed chairs ; the light now fell full on her face. 
Had she deliberately challenged me to look into her 
secret mind if I could ? Anything like the stark insensi- 
bility of that young girl to every refinement of feeling, to 
every becoming doubt of herself, to every customary 
timidity of her age and sex in the presence of a man who 
had not disguised his unfavourable opinion of her, I never 
met with in all my experience of the world and of women. 

' I wish to be quite mistress of myself,' she explained ; 
' your face, for some reason which I really don't know, 
irritates me. The fact is, I have great pride in keeping 
my temper. Please make allowances. Now about Miss 
Jillgall. I suppose she told you how my sister first met 
with Philip Dunboyne ?' 

' Yes.' 

' She also mentioned, perhaps, that he was a highly- 
cultivated man?' 

' She did.' 

' Now we shall get on. When Philip came to our town 
here, and saw me for the first time — Do you object to my 
speaking familiarly of him, by his Christian name ?' 

' In the case of anyone else in your position, Miss 
Helena, I should venture to call it bad taste.' 

I was provoked into saying that. It failed entirely as 
a well-meant effort in the way of implied reproof. Miss 
Helena smiled. 

' You grant me a liberty which you would not concede 
to another girl.' That was how she viewed it. ' We are 
getting on better already. To return to what I was 
Baying. When Philip first saw me — I have it from him- 
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self, mind — he felt that I should have been his choice, if 
he had met with me before he met with my sister. Do 
you blame him?' 

' If you will take my advice,' I said, ' you will not 
inquire too closely into my opinion of Mr. Philip Duu- 
boyne.' 

' Perhaps you don't wish me to say any more ?' she 
suggested. 

' On the contrary ; pray go on, if you like.' 

After that concession, she was amiability itself. ' Oh, 
yes,' she assured me, ' that's easily done.' And she 
went on accordingly : ' Philip having informed me of the 
state of his affections, I naturally followed his example. 
In fact, we exchanged confessions. Our marriage engage- 
ment followed as a matter of course. Do you blame me ?' 

' I will wait till you have done.' 

' I have no more to say.' 

She made that amazing reply with such perfect com- 
posure, that I began to fear there must have been some 
misunderstanding between us. 'Is that really all you 
have to say for yourself ?' I persisted. 

Her patience with me was most exemplary. She 
lowered herself to my level. Not trusting to words only 
on this occasion, she (so to say) beat her meaning into 
my head by gesticulating on her fingers, as if she was 
educating a child. 

' Philip and I,' she began, ' are the victims of an ac- 
cident, which kept us apart when we ought to have met 
together — we are not responsible for an accident.' She 
impressed this on me by touching her forefinger. ' Philip 
and I fell in love with each other at first sight — we are 
not responsible for the feelings implanted in our natures 
by an all-wise Providence.' She assisted me in under- 
standing this by touching her middle finger. ' Philip and 
I owe a duty to each other, and accept a responsibility 
under those circumstances — the responsibility of getting 
married.' A touch on her third finger, and an indulgent 
bow, announced that the lesson was ended. ' I am not 
a clever man like you,' she modestly acknowledged, ' but 
I ask you to help us, when you next see my father, with 
some confidence. You know exactly what to say to him, 
by this time. Nothing has been forgotten.' 
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' Pardon me,' I said, ' a person has been forgotten.' 

' Indeed ? What person ?' 

' Tour sister.' 

A little perplexed at first, Miss Helena reflected, and 
recovered herself. 

' Ah, yes,' she said ; ' I was afraid I might be obliged 
to trouble you for an explanation — I see it now. You 
are shocked (very properly) when feelings of enmity exist 
between near relations ; and you wish to be assured that 
I bear no rnalice towards Eunice. She is violent, she is 
sulky, she is stupid, she is selfish ; and she cruelly refuses 
to live in the same house with me. Hake your mind 
easy, sir, I forgive my sister.' 

Let me not attempt to disguise it — Miss Helena Grace- 
dieu confounded me. 

Ordinary audacity is one of those forms of insolence 
which mature experience dismisses with contempt. This 
girl's audacity struck down all resistance, for one shocking 
reason : it was unquestionably sincere. Strong conviction 
of her own virtue stared at me in her proud and daring 
eyes. At that time, I was not aware of what I have 
learned since. The horrid hardening of her moral sense 
had been accomplished by herself. In her diary, there 
has been found the confession of a secret course of read- 
ing — with supplementary reflections flowing from it, which 
need only to be described as worthy of their source. 

A person capable of repentance and reform would, in 
her place, have seen that she had disgusted me. Not a 
suspicion of this occurred to Miss Helena. ' I see you 
are embarrassed,' she remarked, ' and I am at no loss to 
account for it. Tou are too polite to acknowledge that I 
have not made a friend of you yet. Oh, I mean to do it !' 

' Xo, I said, ' I think not.' 

' "We shall see,' she replied. ' Sooner or later, you will 
find yourself saying a kind word to my father for Philip 
and me.' She rose, and took a turn in the room — and 
stopped, eyeing me attentively. ' Are you thin king of 
Eunice ?' she asked. 

• Yes.' 

' She has your sympathy, I suppose ? 

' My heart-felt sympathy.' 

' I needn't ask how I stand in your estimation, after 
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that. Pray express yourself freely. Your looks confess 
it — you view me with a feeling of aversion.' 

' I view you with a feeling of horror.' 

The exasperating influences of her language, her looks, 
and her tones would, as I venture to think, have got to 
the end of another man's self-control before this. Any 
way, she had at last irritated me into speaking as strongly 
as I felt. What I said had been so plainly (perhaps so 
rudely) expressed, that misinterpretation of it seemed to 
be impossible. She mistook me, nevertheless. The most 
merciless disclosure of the dreary side of human destiny 
is surely to be found in the failure of words, spoken or 
written, so to answer their purpose that we can trust 
them, in our attempts to communicate with each other. 
Even when he seems to be connected, by the nearest and 
dearest relations, with his fellow-mortals, what a solitary 
creature, tried by the test of sympathy, the human being 
really is in the teeming world that he inhabits ! Affording 
one more example of the impotence of human language 
to speak for itself, my misinterpreted words had found 
their way to the one sensitive place in Helena Gracedieu's 
impenetrable nature. She betrayed it in the quivering 
and flushing of her hard face, and in the appeal to the 
looking-glass which escaped her eyes the next moment. 
My hasty reply had roused the idea of a covert insult ad- 
dressed to her handsome face. In other words, I had 
wounded her vanity. Driven by resentment, out came 
the secret distrust of me which had been lurking in that 
cold heart, from the moment when we first met. 

' I inspire you with horror, and Eunice inspires you 
with compassion,' she said. ' That, Mr. Governor, is not 
natural.' 

' May I ask why ?' 

' You know why.' 

'No.' 

' You will have it ?' 

' I want an explanation, Miss Helena, if that is what 
you mean.' 

' Take your explanation, then ! You are not the 
stranger you are said to be to my sister and to me. Your 
interest in Eunice is a personal interest of some kind. I 
don't pretend to guess what it is. As for myself, it is 
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plain that somebody else has been setting you against 
me, before Miss Jillgall got possession of your private ear.' 

In alluding to Eunice, she had blundered, strangely 
enough, on something like the truth. But when she 
spoke of herself, the headlong malignity of her suspicions 
— making every allowance for the anger that had hurried 
her into them — seemed to call for some little protest 
against a false assertion. I told her that she was com- 
pletely mistaken. 

' I am completely right,' she answered ; ' I saw it.' 

' Saw what ?' 

' Saw you pretending to be a stranger to me.' 

' When did I do that ?' 

' You did it when we met at the station.' 

The reply was too ridiculous for the preservation of 
any control over my own sense of humour. It was wrong ; 
but it was inevitable — I laughed. She looked at me with 
a fury, revealing a concentration of evil passion in her 
which I had not seen yet. I asked her pardon ; I begged 
her to think a little before she persisted in taking a view 
of my conduct unworthy of her, and unjust to myself. 

' Unjust to You!' she burst out. ' Who are You? A 
man who has driven your trade has spies always at his 
command — yes ! and knows how to use them. You were 
primed with private information — you had, for all I know, 
a stolen photograph of me in your pocket — before ever 
you came to our town. Do you still deny it ? Oh, sir, 
why degrade yourself by telling a lie ?' 

No such outrage as this had ever been inflicted on me, 
at any time in my life. My forbearance must, I suppose, 
have been more severely tried than I was aware of 
myself. With or without excuse for me, I was weak 
enough to let a girl's spiteful tongue sting me, and, worse 
still, to let her see that I felt it. 

' You shall have no second opportunity, Miss Grace- 
dieu, of insulting me.' With that foolish reply, I opened 
the door violently, and went out. 

She ran after me, triumphing in having roused the 
temper of a man old enough to have been her grand- 
father, and caught me by the arm. ' Your own conduct 
has exposed you.' (That was literally how she expressed 
herself.) ' I saw it in your eyes when we met at the 
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station. You, the stranger — you who allowed poor 
ignorant me to introduce myself — you knew me all the 
time, knew me by sight 1' 

I shook her hand off with an inconsiderable roughness, 
humiliating to remember. ' It's false !' I cried. ' I knew 
you by your likeness to your mother.' 

The moment the words had passed my lips, I came to 
my senses again ; I remembered what fatal words they 
might prove to be, if they reached the Minister's ears. 

Heard only by his daughter, my reply seemed to cool 
the heat of her anger in an instant. 

' So you knew my mother ?' she said. ' My father 
never told us that, when he spoke of your being such a 
very old friend of his. Strange, to say the least of it.' 

I was wise enough— now when wisdom had come too 
late — not to attempt to explain myself, and not to give 
her an opportunity of saying more. ' We are neither of 
us in a state of mind,' I answered, ' to allow this inter- 
view to continue. I must try to recover my composure ; 
and I leave you to do the same.' 

In the solitude of my room, I was able to look my 
position fairly in the face. 

Mr. Gracedieu's wife had come to me, in the long-past 
time, without her husband's knowledge. Tempted to a 
cruel resolve by the maternal triumph of having an infant 
of her own, she had resolved to rid herself of the poor 
little rival in her husband's fatherly affection, by consign- 
ing the adopted child to the keeping of a charitable 
asylum. She had dared to ask me to help her. I had 
kept the secret of her shameful visit — I can honestly say, 
for the Minister's sake. And now, long after time had. 
doomed those events to oblivion, they were revived — and 
revived by me. Thanks to my folly, Mr. Gracedieu's 
daughter knew what I had concealed from Mr. Gracedieu 
himself. 

What course did respect for my friend, and respect for 
myself, counsel me to take ? 

I could only see before me a choice of two evils. To 
wait for events — with the too certain prospect of a 
vindictive betrayal of my indiscretion by Helena Grace- 
dieu. Or to take the initiative into my own hands, and 
risk consequences which I might regret to the end of my 
life, bv making mv confession to the Minister^ 
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Before I had decided, somebody knocked at the door. 
It was the maid-servant again. Was it possible she had 
been sent by Helena ? 

' Another message ?' 

• Yes, sir. My master wishes to sae you.' 



CHAPTEE XXXVIII. 

THE GIRLS' AGES. 

Had the Minister's desire to see me been inspired by hig 
daughter's betrayal of what I had unfortunately said to 
her ? Although he would certainly not consent to receive 
her personally, she would be at liberty to adopt a written 
method of communication with him, and the letter might 
be addressed in such a manner as to pique his curiosity. 
If Helena's vindictive purpose had been already accom- 
plished — and if Mr. Gracedieu left me no alternative but 
to present his unworthy wife in her true character — I can 
honestly say that I dreaded the consequences, not as they 
might affect myself, but as they might affect my unhappy 
friend in his enfeebled state of body and mind. 

"When I entered his room, he was still in bed. 

The bed-curtains were so drawn, on the side nearest to 
the window, as to keep the light from falling too brightly 
on his weak eyes. In the shadow thus thrown on him, it 
was not possible to see his face plainly enough, from the 
open side of the bed, to arrive at any definite conclusion 
as to what might be passing in his mind. After having 
been awake for some hours during the earlier part of the 
night, he had enjoyed a long and undisturbed sleep. ' I 
feel stronger this morning,' he said, 'and I wish to speak 
to you while my mind is clear.' 

If the quiet tone of his voice was not an assumed tone, 
he was surely ignorant of all that had passed between his 
daughter and myself. 

' Eunice will be here soon,' he proceeded, ' and I ought 
to explain why I have sent for her to come and meet you. 
I have reasons, serious reasons, mind, for wishing you to 
compare her personal appearance with Helena's personal 
appearance, and then to tell me which of the two, on a 
fair comparison, looks the eldest. Pray bear in mind that 
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I attach the greatest importance to the conclusion at 
which you may arrive.' 

He spoke more clearly and collectedly than I had 
heard him speak yet. 

Here and there I detected hesitations and repetitions, 
which I have purposely passed over. The substance of 
what he said to me is all that I shall present in this place. 
Careful as I have been to keep nay record of events within 
strict limits, I have written at a length which I was far 
indeed from contemplating when I accepted Mr. Grace- 
dieu's invitation. 

Having promised to comply with the strange request 
which he had addressed to me, I ventured to remind him 
of past occasions on which he had pointedly abstained, 
when the subject presented itself, from speaking of the 
girls' ages. ' You have left it to my discretion,' I added, 
' to decide a question in which you are seriously interested, 
relating to your daughters. Have I no excuse for regret- 
ting that I have not been admitted to your confidence a 
little more freely ?' 

' You have every excuse,' he answered. ' But you 
trouble me all the same. There was something else that 
I had to say to you — and your curiosity gets in the way.' 

He said this with a sullen emphasis. In my position, 
the worst of evils was suspense. I told him that my 
curiosity could wait ; and I begged that he would relieve 
his mind of what was pressing on it at the moment. 

' Let me think a little,' he said. 

I waited anxiously for the decision at which he might 
arrive. Nothing came of it to justify my misgivings. 
' Leave what I have in my mind to ripen in my mind,' he 
said. ' The mystery about the girls' ages seems to irritate 
you. If I put my good friend's temper to any further 
trial, he will be of no use to me. Never mind if my head 
swims ; I'm used to that. Now listen !' 

Strange as the preface was, the explanation that 
followed was stranger yet. I offer a shortened and 
simplified version, giving accurately the substance of 
what I heard. 

The Minister entered without reserve on the mysterious 
subject of the ages. Eunice, he informed me, was nearly 
two years older than Helena. If she outwardly showed 
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her superiority of age, any person acquainted -with tha 
circumstances under which the adopted infant had been 
received into Mr. Gracedieu's childless household, need 
only compare the so-called sisters in after-life, and would 
thereupon identify the eldest- looking young lady of the 
two as the offspring of the woman who had been hanged 
for murder. With such a misfortune as this presenting 
itself as a possible prospect, the Minister was bound to 
prevent the girls from ignorantly betraying each other by 
allusions to their ages and their birthdays. After much 
thought, he had devised a desperate means of meeting the 
difficulty — already made known, as I am told, for the 
information of strangers who may read the pages that 
have gone before mine. My friend's plan of proceeding 
had, by the nature of it, exposed him to injurious com- 
ment, to embarrassing questions, and to doubts and mis- 
conceptions, all patiently endured in consideration of the 
security that had been attained. Proud of his explana- 
tion, Mr. Gracedieu's vanity called upon me to acknowledge 
that my curiosity had been satisfied, and my doubts 
completely set at rest.- 

No : my obstinate common sense was not reduced to 
submission, even yet. Looking back over a lapse of seven- 
teen years, I asked what had happened, in that long 
interval, to justify the anxieties which still appeared to 
trouble my friend. 

This time, my harmless curiosity could be gratified by 
a reply expressed in three words — nothing had happened 

Then what, in Heaven's name, was the Minister 
afraid of ? 

His voice dropped to a whisper. He said : ' I am 
afraid of the women.' 

Who were the women ? 

Two of them actually proved to be the servants em- 
ployed in Mr. Gracedieu's house, at the bygone time when 
he had brought the child home with him from the prison ! 
To point out the absurdity of the reasons that he gave for 
fearing what female curiosity might yet attempt, if cir- 
cumstances happened to encourage it, would have been 
a mere waste of words. Dismissing the subject, I next 
ascertained that the Minister's doubts extended even to 
the two female warders, who had been appointed to watch 
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the murderess in turn, during her last days in prison. I 
easily relieved his mind in this case. One of the warders 
was dead. The other had married a farmer in Australia. 
Had we exhausted the list of suspected persons yet ? No : 
there was one more left ; and the Minister declared that 
he had first met with her in my official residence, at the 
time when I was Governor of the prison. 

' She presented herself to me by name,' he said; ' and 

she spoke rudely. A Miss •' He paused to consult 

his memory, and this time (thanks perhaps to his night's 
rest) his memory answered the appeal. ' I have got it !' 
he cried — ' Miss Chance.' 

My friend had interested me in his imaginary perils at 
last. It was just possible that he might have a formidable 
person to deal with now. 

During my residence at Florence, the Chaplain and I 
had taken many a retrospective look (as old men will) at 
past events in our lives. My former colleague spoke of 
the time when he had performed clerical duty for his 
friend, the rector of a parish church in London. Neither 
he nor I had heard again of the ' Miss Chance ' of our 
disagreeable prison experience, whom he had married to 
the dashing Dutch gentleman, Mr. Tenbruggen. We 
could only wonder what had become of that mysterious 
married pair. 

Mr. Gracedieu being undoubtedly ignorant of the 
woman's marriage, it was not easy to say what the con- 
sequence might be, in his excitable state, if I informed 
him of it. He would, in all probability, conclude that I 
knew more of the woman than he did. I decided on 
keeping my own counsel, for the present at least. 

Passing at once, therefore, to the one consideration of 
any importance, I endeavoured to find out whether Mr. 
Gracedieu and Mrs. Tenbruggen had met, or had com- 
municated with each other in any way, during the long 
period of separation that had taken place between the 
Minister and myself. If he had been so unlucky as to 
offend her, she was beyond all doubt an enemy to be 
dreaded. Apart, however, from a misfortune of this kind, 
she would rank, in my opinion, with the other harmless 
objects of Mr. Gracedieu's morbid distrust. 

In making my inquiries, I found that I had an obstacle 
to contend with. 
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While he felt the renovating influence of the repose 
that he enjoyed, the Minister had been able to think and 
to express himself with less difficulty than usual. But 
the reserves of strength, on which the useful exercise of 
his memory depended, began to fail him as the interview 
proceeded. He distinctly recollected that ' something 
unpleasant had passed between that audacious woman 
and himself.' But at what date — and whether by word 
of mouth or by correspondence — was more than his 
memory could now recall. He believed he was not 
mistaken in telling me that he ' had been in two minds 
about her.' At one time, he was satisfied that he had 
taken wise measures for his own security, if she attempted 
to annoy him. But there was another and a later time, 
when doubts and fears had laid hold of him again. If I 
wanted to know how this had happened, he fancied it 
was through a dream ; and if I asked what the dream 
was, he could only beg and pray that I would spare his 
poor head. 

Unwilling even yet to submit unconditionally to defeat, 
it occurred to me to try a last experiment on my friend, 
without calling for any mental effort on his own part. 
The ' Miss Chance ' of former days might, by a bare 
possibility, have written to him. I asked accordingly if 
ne was in the habit of keeping his letters, and if he would 
allow me (when he had rested a little) to lay them open 
before him, so that he could look at the signatures. 
' You might find the lost recollection in that way,' I 
suggested, ' at the bottom of one of your letters.' 

He was in that state of weariness, poor fellow, in 
which a man will do anything for the sake of peace. 
Pointing to a cabinet in his room, he gave me a key 
taken from a little basket on his bed. ' Look for yourself,' 
he said. After some hesitation — for I naturally recoiled 
from examining another man's correspondence — 1 decided 
on opening the cabinet, at any rate. 

The letters — a large collection — were, to my relief, all 
neatly folded, and endorsed with the names of the writers. 
I could run harmlessly through bundle after bundle in 
search of the one name that I wanted, and still respect 
the privacy of the letters. My perseverance deserved a 
reward — and failed to get it. The name I wanted steadily 



THE GIRLS' AGES. 191 

eluded my search. Arriving at the upper shelf of the 
cabinet, I found it so high that I could barely reach it 
with my hand. Instead of getting more letters to look 
over, I pulled down two newspapers. 

One of them was an old copy of The Times, dating back 
as far as the 13th December, 1858. It was carefully 
folded, longwise, with the title-page uppermost. On the 
first column, at the left-hand side of the sheet, appeared 
the customary announcements of Births. A mark with a 
blue pencil, against one of the advertisements, attracted 
my attention. I read these lines : 

' On the 10th inst., the wife of the Eev. Abel Gracedieu, 
of a daughter.' 

The second newspaper bore a later date, and contained 
nothing that interested me. I naturally assumed that 
the advertisement in The Times had been inserted at the 
desire of Mrs. Gracedieu ; and, after all that I had heard, 
there was little difficulty in attributing the curious 
omission of the place in which the child had been born to 
the caution of her husband. If Mrs. Tenbruggen (then 
Miss Chance) had happened to see the advertisement in 
the great London newspaper, Mr. Gracedieu might yet 
have good reason to congratulate himself on his prudent 
method of providing against mischievous curiosity. 

I turned towards the bed and looked at him. His eyes 
were closed. Was he sleeping ? Or was he trying to 
remember what he had desired to say to me, when the 
demands which I made on his memory had obliged him 
to wait for a later opportunity ? 

Either way, there was something that quickened my 
sympathies, in the spectacle of his helpless repose. It 
suggested to me personal reasons for his anxieties, which 
he had not mentioned, and which I had not thought of, 
up to this time. If the discovery that he dreaded took 
place, his household would be broken up, and his position 
as pastor would suffer in the estimation of the flock. 
His own daughter would refuse to live under the same 
roof with the daughter of an infamous woman. Popular 
opinion, among his congregation, judging a man who had 
passed off the child of other parents as his own, would 
find that man guilty of an act of deliberate deceit. 
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Still oppressed by reflections which pointed to the 
future in this discouraging way, I was startled by a voice 
outside the door — a sweet sad voice — saying, ' May I 
come in?' 

The Minister's eyes opened instantly : he raised himself 
in his bed. 

' Eunice at last !' he cried. ' Let her in.' 



CHAPTEB XXXIX. 

THE ADOPTED CHILD. 

I opened the door. 

Eunice passed me with the suddenness almost of a 
flash of light. When I turned towards the bed, her arms 
were round her father's neck. ' Oh, poor Papa, how ill 
you look !' Commonplace expressions of fondness, and 
no more ; but the tone gave them a charm that subdued 
me. Never had I felt so indulgent towards Mr. Grace- 
dieu's unreasonable fears as when I saw him in the 
embrace of his adopted daughter. She had already 
reminded rue of the bygone day when a bright little child, 
had sat on my knee and listened to the ticking of my 
watch. 

The Minister gently lifted her head from his breast. 
'My darling,' he said, 'you don't see my old friend. Love 
him, and look up to him, Eunice. He will be your friend 
too, when I am gone.' 

She came to me and offered her cheek to be kissed. It 
was sadly pale, poor soul — and I could guess why. But 
her heart was now full of her father. ' Do you think he 
is seriously ill ?' she whispered. What I ought to have 
said I don't know. Her eyes, the sweetest, truest, 
loveliest eyes I ever saw in a human face, were pleading 
with me. Let my enemies make the worst of it, if they 
like — I did certainly lie. And if I deserved my punish- 
ment, I got it ; the poor child believed me ! ' Now I am 
happier,' she said gratefully. ' Only to hear your voice 
seems to encourage me. On our way here, Selina did 
nothing but talk of you. She told me I shouldn't have 
time to feel afraid of the great man ; he would make me 
fond of him directly. I said, "Are you fond of him?" 
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Slie said, "Madly in love with, him, my dear." My lifctla 
friend really thinks you like her, and is very proud of it. 
There are some people who call her ugly. I hope you 
don't agree with them ?' 

I believe I should have lied again, if Mr. Gracedieuhad 
not called me to the bedside. 

' How does she strike you?' he whispered eagerly. 'Is 
it too soon to ask if she shows her age in her face?' 

' Neither in her face nor her figure,' I answered : ' it 
astonishes me that you can ever have doubted it. No 
stranger, judging by personal appearance, could fail to 
make the mistake of thinking Helena the oldest of the two 

He looked fondly at Eunice. ' Her figure seems to 
bear out what you say,' he went on. ' Almost childish, 
isn't it ?' 

I could not agree to that. Slim, supple, simply grace- 
ful in every movement, Eunice's figure, in the charm of 
first youth, only waited its perfect development. Most 
men, looking at her as she stood at the other end of the 
room with her back towards us, would have guessed her 
age to be sixteen. 

Finding that I failed to agree with him, Mr. Gracedieu's 
misgivings returned. ' You speak very confidently,' he 
said, ' considering that you have not seen the girls to- 
gether. Think what a dreadful blow it would be to me if 
you made a mistake.' 

I declared, with perfect sincerity, that there was no fear 
of a mistake. The bare idea of making the proposed 
comparison was hateful to me. If Helena and I had 
happened to meet at that moment, I should have turned 
away from her by instinct — she would have disturbed my 
impressions of Eunice. 

The Minister signed to me to move a little nearer to 
him. ' I must Bay it,' he whispered, ' and I am afraid of 
her hearing me. Is there anything in her face that re- 
minds you of her miserable mother ?' 

I had hardly patience to answer the question : it was 
simply preposterous. Her hair was by many shades 
darker than her mother's hair ; her eyes were of a 
different colour. There was an exquisite tenderness and 
sincerity in their expression — made additionally beautiful, 
to my mind, by a gentle uncomplaining sadness. It was 
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impossible even to think of the eyes of the murderess 
when I looked at her child. Eunice's lower features, 
again, had none of her mother's regularity of proportion. 
Her smile, simple and sweet, and soon passing away, was 
certainly not an inherited smile on the maternal side. 
Whether she resembled her father, I was unable to con- 
jecture — having never seen him. The one thing certain 
was, that not the faintest trace, in feature or expression, 
of Eunice's mother was to be seen in Eunice herself. Of 
the two girls, Helena — judging by something in the colour 
of her hair, and by something in the shade of her com- 
plexion — might possibly have suggested, in those particu- 
lars only, a purely accidental resemblance to my terrible 
prisoner of past times. 

The revival of Mr. Gracedieu's spirits indicated a 
temporary change only, and was already beginning to 
pass away. The eyes which had looked lovingly at 
Eunice began to look languidly now : his head sank on 
the pillow with a sigh of weak content. ' My pleasure 
has been almost too much for me,' he said. ' Leave mo 
for a while to rest, and get used to it.' 

Eunice kissed his forehead — and we left the room. 

CHAPTEE XL. 

THE BRUISED HEART. 

When we stepped out on the landing, I observed that my 
companion paused. She looked at the two nights of 
stairs below us before she descended them. It occurred 
to me that there must be somebody in the house whom 
she was anxious to avoid. 

Arrived at the lower hall, she paused again, and pro- 
posed in a whisper that we should go into the garden. 
As we advanced along the backward division of the hall, 
I saw her eyes turn distrustfully towards the door of the 
room in which Helena had received me. At last, my 
slow perceptions felt with her and understood her. 
Eunice's sensitive nature recoiled from a chance meeting 
with the wretch, who had laid waste all that had once 
been happy and hopeful in that harmless young life. 

' Will you come with me to the part of the garden that 
I am fondest of ?' she asked. 
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I offered her my arm. She led me in silence to a rustic 
seat, placed under the shade of a mulberry tree. I saw 
a change in her face as we sat down — a tender and 
beautiful change. At that moment the girl's heart was 
far away from me. There was some association with 
this corner of the garden, on which I felt that I must not 
intrude. 

' I was once very happy here,' she said. ' When the 
time of the heartache came soon after, I was afraid to 
look at the old tree and the bench under it. But that is 
all over now. I like to remember the hours that were 
once dear to me, and to see the place that recalls them. 
Do you know who I am thinking of ? Don't be afraid of 
distressing mo. I never cry now.' 

' My dear child, I have heard your sad story — but I 
can't trust myself to speak of it.' 

' Because you are so sorry for me ?' 

' No words can say how sorry I am !' 

' But you are not angry with Philip ?' 

' Not angry ! My poor dear, I am afraid to tell you 
how angry I am with him. ' 

' Oh, no ! You mustn't say that. If you wish to be 
kind to me — and I am sure you do wish it — don't think 
bitterly of Philip.' 

When I remember that the first feeling she roused in 
me was nothing worthier of a professing Christian than 
astonishment, I drop in my own estimation to the level 
of a savage. 'Do you really mean,' I was base enough to 
ask, ' that you have forgiven him ?' 

She said gently : ' How could I help forgiving him ?' 

The man who could have been blest with such love as 
this, and who could have cast it away from him, can have 
been nothing but an idiot. On that ground — though I 
dared not confess it to Eunice — I forgave him too. 

' Do I surprise you ?' she asked simply ' Perhaps 
love will bear any humiliation. Or perhaps I am only a 
poor weak creature. You don't know what a comfort it 
was to me to keep the few letters that I received from 
Philip. When I heard that he had gone away, I gave 
his letters the kiss that bade him good-bye. That was 
the time, I think, when my poor bruised heart got used 
to the pain ; 1 began to feel that there was one consola- 

13—2 
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tion still left for me — I might end in forgiving him. Why 
do I tell you all this ? I think you must have bewitched 
me. Is this really the first time I have seen you?' 

She put her little trembling hand into mine ; I lifted it 
to my lips, and kissed it. Sorely was I tempted to own 
that I had pitied and loved her in her infancy. It was 
almost on my lips to say : ' I remember you an easily- 
pleased little creature, amusing yourself with the broken 
toys which were once the playthings of my owm children.' 
I believe I should have said it, if I could have trusted 
myself to speak composedly to her. This was not to be 
done. Old as I was. versed as I was in the hard know- 
ledge of how to keep the mask on in the hour of need, this 
was not to be done. 

Still trying to understand that I was little better than 
a stranger to her, and still bent on finding the secret of 
the sympathy that united us, Eunice put a strange 
question to me. 

' When you were young yourself,' she said, ' did you 
know what it was to love, and to be loved — and then to 
lose it all?' 

It is not given to many men to marry the woman who 
has been the object of their first love. My early life had 
been darkened by a sad story ; never confided to any 
living creature ; banished resolutely from my own 
thoughts. For forty years past, that part of my buried 
self had lain quiet in its grave — and the chance touch of 
an innocent hand had raised the dead, and set us face to 
face again ! Did I know r what it v T as to love, and to be 
loved, and then to lose it all ? ' Too well, my child ; too 
well !' 

That was all I could say to her. In the last days of 
my life, I shrank from speaking of it. When I had first 
felt that calamity, and had felt it most keenly, I might 
have given an answer worthier of me, and worthier of her. 

She dropped my hand, and sat by me in silence, 
thinking. Had I — without meaning it, God knows ! — 
had I disappointed her ? 

' Did you expect me to tell my own sad story,' I said, 
' as frankly and as trustfully as you have told yours ?' 

' Oh, don't think that ! I know what an effort it was 
to you to answer me at all. Yes, indeed ! I wonder 
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whether I may ask something. The sorrow you have 
just told me of is not the only one — is it ? You have had 
other troubles ?' 

' Many of them.' 

' There are times,' she went on, ' when one can't help 
thinking of one's own miserable self. I try to be cheerful, 
but those times come now and then.' 

She stopped, and looked at me with a pale fear con- 
fessing itself in her face. 

' You know who Selina is ?' she resumed. 'My friend! 
The only friend I had, till you came here.' 

I guessed that she was speaking of the quaint kindly 
little woman, whose ugly surname had been hitherto the 
only name known to me. 

' Selina has, I dare say, told you that I have been ill,' 
she continued, ' and that I am staying in the country for 
the benefit of my health.' 

It was plain that she had something to say to me, far 
more important than this, and that she was dwelling on 
trifles to gain time and courage. Hoping to help her, I 
dwelt on trifles too ; asking commonplace questions about 
the part of the country in which she was staying. She 
answered absently — then, little by little, impatiently. 
The one poor proof of kindness that I could offer, now, 
was to say no more. 

' Do you know what a strange creature I am ?' she 
broke out. ' Shall I make you angry with me ? or shall 
1 make you laugh at me? What I have shrunk from 
confessing to Selina — what I dare not confess to my 
father — I must, and will, confess to You !' 

There was a look of horror in her face that alarmed 
me. I drew her to me so that she could rest her head 
on my shoulder. My own agitation threatened to get 
the better of me. For the first time since I had seen 
this sweet girl, I found myself thinking of the blood that 
ran in her veins, and of the nature of the mother who 
had borne her. 

' Did you notice how I behaved upstairs ?' she said. 
' I mean when we left my father, and came out on the 
landing.' 

It was easily recollected ; I begged her to go on. 

' Before I went downstairs,' she proceeded, ' you saw 
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me look and listen. Did you think I was afraid of 
meeting some person ? and did you guess who it was I 
wanted to avoid ?' 

' I guessed that — and I understood you.' 
' No ! You are not wicked enough to understand me. 
"Will you do me a favour? I want you to look at me.' 

It was said seriously. She lifted her head for a 
moment, so that I could examine her face. 

' Do you see anything,' she asked, ' which makes you 
fear that I am not in my right mind '?' 

' Good God ! how can you ask such a horrible question?' 
She laid her head back on my shoulder with a sad little 
sigh of resignation. ' I ought to have known better,' she 
said ; ' there is no such easy way out of it as that. Tell 
me — is there one kind of wickedness more deceitful than 
another ? Can it he hid in a person for years together, 
and show itself when a time of suffering — no ; I mean 
when a sense of injury comes ? Did you ever see that, 
when you were master in the prison ?' 

I had seen it — and, after a moment's doubt, I said I 
had seen it. 

' Did you pity those poor wretches ?' 

' Certainly ! They deserved pity.' 

' I am one of them !' she said. ' Pity me. If Helena 

looks at me — if Helena speaks to me — if I only see 

Helena by accident — do you know what she does ? She 

tempts me ! Tempts me to do dreadful things ! Tempts 

me ' The poor child threw her arms round my neck, 

and whispered the next fatal words in my ear. 

The mother ! Prepared as I was for the accursed dis- 
covery, the horror of it shook me. 

She left me, and started to her feet. The inherited 
energy showed itself in furious protest against the in- 
herited evil. ' What does it mean ?' she cried. ' I'll 
submit to anything. I'll bear my hard lot patiently, if 
you will only tell me what it means. Where does this 
horrid transformation of me out of myself come from ? 
Look at my good father. In all this world there is no 
man so perfect as he is. And oh, how he has taught me! 
there isn't a single good thing that I have not learnt 
from him since I was a little child. Did you ever hear 
him speak of rny mother ? You must have heard him. 
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My mother was an angel. I could never be worthy of 
her at my best — but I have tried ! I have tried ! The 
wickedest girl in the world doesn't have worse thoughts 
than the thoughts that have come to me. Since when ? 
Since Helena — oh, how can I call her by her name as if 
I still loved her ? Since my sister — can she be my sister, 
I ask myself sometimes ! Since my enemy — there's the 
word for her — since my enemy took Philip away from 
me. What does it mean? I have asked in my prayers 
— and have got no answer. I ask you. What does it 
mean ? You must tell me ! You shall tell me ! What 
does it mean ?' 

Why did I not try to calm her ? I had vainly tried to 
calm her — I who knew who her mother was, and what 
her mother had been. 

At last, she had forced the sense of my duty on me. 
The simplest way of calming her was to put her back in 
the place by my side that she had left. It was useless 
to reason with her, it was impossible to answer her. I 
had my own idea of the one way in which I might charm 
Eunice back to her sweeter self. 

' Let us talk of Philip,' I said. 

The fierce flush on her face softened, the swelling 
trouble of her bosom began to subside, as that dearly- 
loved name passed my lips ! But there was some in- 
fluence left in her which resisted me. 

' No,' she said : ' we had better not talk of him.' 

* Why not ?' 

' I have lost all my courage. If you speak of Philip, 
you will make me cry.' 

I drew her nearer to me. If she had been my own 
child, I don't think I could have felt for her more truly 
than I felt at that moment. I only looked at her ; I only 
said : 

' Ci-y 1' 

The love that was in her heart rose, and poured its 
tenderness into her eyes. I had longed to see the tears 
that would comfort her. The tears came. 

There was silence between us for a while. It wag 
possible for me to think. 

In the absence of physical resemblance between parent 
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and child, is an. unfavourable influence exercised on the 
tendency to moral resemblance? Assuming the possi- 
bility of such a result as this, Eunice (entirely unlike her 
mother) must, as I concluded, have been possessed of 
qualities formed to resist, as well as of qualities doomed 
to undergo, the infection of evil. While, therefore, I 
resigned myself to recognise the existence of the heredi- 
tary maternal taint, I firmly believed in the counter- 
balancing influences for good which had been part of the 
girl's birthright. They had been derived, perhaps, from 
the better qualities in her father's nature ; they had been 
certainly developed by the tender care, the religious 
vigilance, which had guarded the adopted child so 
lovingly in the Minister's household ; and they had 
served their purpose until time brought with it the 
change, for which the tranquil domestic influences were 
not prepared. "With the great, the vital transformation, 
which marks the ripening of the girl into the woman's 
maturity of thought and passion, a new power for Good, 
strong enough to resist the latent power for Evil, sprang 
into being, and sheltered Eunice under the supremacy of 
Love. Love ill-fated and ill-bestowed — but love that no 
profanation could stain, that no hereditary evil could 
conquer — the True Love that had been, and was, and 
would be, the guardian angel of Eunice's life. 

If I am asked whether I have ventured to found this 
opinion on what I have observed in one instance only, I 
reply that I have had other opportunities of investigation, 
and that my conclusions are derived from experience 
which refers to more instances than one. 

No man in his senses can doubt that physical qualities 
are transmitted from parents to children. But inherit- 
ance of moral qualities is less easy to trace. Here, the 
exploring mind finds its progress beset by obstacles. That 
those obstacles have been sometimes overcome I do not 
deny. Moral resemblances have been traced between 
parents and children. While, however, I admit this, I 
doubt the conclusion which sees, in inheritance of moral 
qualities, a positive influence exercised on moral destiny. 
There are inherent emotional forces in humanity to which 
the inherited influences must submit ; they are essentially 
influences under control — influences which can be en- 
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countered and forced back. That we, who inhabit this 
little planet, may be the doomed creatures of fatality, 
from the cradle to the grave, I am not prepared to dispute. 
But I absolutely refuse to believe that it is a fatality with 
no higher origin than can be found in our accidental 
obligation to our fathers and mothers. 

Still absorbed in these speculations, I was disturbed by 
a touch on my arm. 

I looked up. Eunice's eyes were fixed on a shrubbery, 
at some little distance from us, which closed the view of 
the gardeu on that side. I noticed that she was tremb- 
ling. Nothing to alarm her was visible that I could dis- 
cover. I asked what she had seen to startle her. She 
pointed to the shrubbery. 

' Look again,' she said. 

This time I saw a woman's dress among the shrubs. 
The woman herself appeared in a moment more. 

It was Helena. She carried a small portfolio, and 
she approached us with a smile. 



CHAPTER XLI. 

THE WHISPERING VOICE. 

I looked at Eunice. She had risen, startled by her first 
suspicion of the person who was approaching us through 
the shrubbery ; but she kept her place near me, only 
changing her position so as to avoid confronting Helena. 
Her quickened breathing was all that told me of the 
effort she was making to preserve her self-control. 

Entirely free from unbecoming signs of hurry and 
agitation, Helena opened her business with me by means 
of an apology. 

' Pray excuse me for disturbing you. I am obliged to 
leave the house on one of my tiresome domestic errands. 
If you will kindly permit it, I wish to express, before I 
go, my very sincere regret for what I was rude enough to 
say, when I last had the honour of seeing you. May I 
hope to be forgiven? How-do-you-do, Eunice? Have 
you enjoyed your holiday in the country ?' 

Eunice neither moved nor answered. Having soma 
doubt of what might happen if the two girls remained 
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together, I proposed to Helena to leave the garden and to 
let me hear what she had to say, in the house. 

' Quite needless,' she replied ; ' I shall not detain you 
for more than a minute. Please look at this.' 

She offered to me the portfolio that she had been 
carrying, and pointed to a morsel of paper attached to it, 
which contained this inscription : 

' Philip's Letters To Me. Private. Helena Gracedieu.' 

' I have a favour to ask,' she said, ' and a proof of con- 
fidence in you to offer. Will you be so good as to look 
over what you find in my portfolio ? I am unwilling to 
give up the hopes that I had founded on our interview, 
when I asked for it. The letters will, I venture to think, 
plead my cause more convincingly than I was able to 
plead it for myself. I wish to forget what passed be- 
tween us, to the last word. To the last word,' she 
repeated emphatically — with a look which sufficiently 
informed me that I had not been betrayed to her father 
yet. ' Will 3 r ou indulge me?' she asked, and offered her 
portfolio for the second time. 

A more impudent bargain could not well have been 
proposed to me. 

I was to read, and to be favourably impressed by, Mr. 
Philip Dunboyne's letters ; and Miss Helena was to say 
nothing of that unlucky slip of the tongue, relating to her 
mother, which she had discovered to be a serious act of 
self-betrayal — thanks to my confusion at the time. If I 
had not thought of Eunice, and of the desolate and love- 
less life to which the poor girl was so patiently resigned, 
I should have refused to read Miss Graeedieu's love-letters. 

But, as things were, I was influenced by the hope 
(innocently encouraged by Eunice herself) that Philip 
Dunboyne might not be so wholly unworthy of the sweet 
girl whom he had injured, as I had hitherto been too 
hastily disposed to believe. To act on this view with the 
purpose of promoting a reconciliation was impossible, 
unless I had the means of forming a correct estimate of 
the man's character. It seemed to me that I had found 
the means. A fair chance of putting his sincerity to a 
trustworthy test, was surely offered by the letters (the 
confidential letters) which I had been requested to read. 
To feel this as strongly as I felt it, brought me at once to a 
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decision. I consented to take the portfolio — on my own 
conditions. 

' Understand, Miss Helena,' I said, ' that I make no 
promises. I reserve my own opinion, and my own right 
of action.' 

• I am not afraid of your opinions or your actions,' she 
answered confidently, ' if you will only read the letters. 
In the meantime, let me relieve my sister, there, of my 
presence. I hope you will soon recover, Eunice, in the 
country air.' 

If the object of the wretch was to exasperate her 
victim, she had completely failed. Eunice remained as 
still as a statue. To all appearance, sbe had not even 
heard what had been said to her. Helena looked at me, 
and touched her forehead with a significant smile. ' Sad, 
isn't it ?' she said — and bowed, and went briskly away on 
her household errand. 
We were alone again. 

Still, Eunice never moved. I spoke to her, and pro- 
duced no impression. Beginning to feel alarmed, I tried 
the effect of touching her. With a wild cry, she started 
into a state of animation. Almost at the same moment, 
she weakly swayed to and fro as if the pleasant breeze in 
the garden moved her at its will, like the flowers. I held 
her up, and led her to the seat. 

' There is nothing to be afraid of,' I said. ' She has 
gone.' 

Eunice's eyes rested on me in vacant surprise. 
' How do you kuow ?' she asked. ' I hear her ; but I 
never see her. Do you see her?' 

' My dear child ! of what person are you speaking ?' 
She answered : ' Of no person. I am speaking of a 
Voice that whispers and tempts me, when Helena is near.' 
' What voice, Eunice ?' 

' The whispering Voice. It said to me, " I am your 
mother;" it called me Daughter when I first heard it. 
My father speaks of my mother, the angel. That good 
spirit has never come to me from the better world. It is 
a mock-mother who comes to me — some spirit of evil. 
Listen to this. I was awake in my bed. In the dark I 
heard the mock-mother whispering, clo^e at my ear. 
Shall I tell you how she answered me, when I longed 
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for light to see her by, when I prayed to her to show 
herself to me ? She said : ' ' My face was hidden when I 
passed from life to death ; my face no mortal creature 
may see." I have never seen her — how can you have 
seen her? But I heard her again, just now. She 
whispered to me when Helena was standing there — 
where you are standing. She freezes the life in me. 
Did she freeze the life in you ? Did you hear her tempt- 
ing me ? Don't speak of it, if you did. Oh, not a word ! 
not a word !' 

A man who has governed a prison may say with 
Macbeth, ' I have supped full with horrors.' Hardened 
as I was — or ought to have been— the effect of what I had 
just heard turned me cold. If I had not known it to be 
absolutely impossible, I might have believed that the 
crime and the death of the murderess were known to 
Eunice, as being the crime and the death of her mother, 
and that the horrid discovery had turned her brain. This 
was simply impossible. What did it mean? Good God 1 
what did it mean ? 

My sense of my own helplessness was the first sense in. 
me that recovered. I thought of Eunice's devoted little 
friend. A woman's sympathy seemed to be needed now. 
I rose to lead the way out of the garden. 

' Selina will think we are lost,' I said. 'Let us go and 
find Selina.' 

Not for the world,' she cried. 

* Why not ?' 

' Because I don't feel sure of myself. I might tell 
Selina something which she must never know ; I should 
be so sorry to frighten her. Let me stop here with you.' 

I resumed my place at her side. 

' Let me take your hand.' 

I gave her my hand. Y\ T hat composing influence this 
simple act may, or may not, have exercised, it is im- 
possible to say. She was quiet, she was silent. After an 
interval, I heard her breathe a long-drawn sigh of relief. 

'I am afraid I have surprised you,' she said. ' Helena 

brings the dreadful time back to me -' She stopped 

and shuddered. 

' Don't speak of Helena, my dear.' 
But I am afraid you will think — because I have said 
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strange things — that I have been talking at random,' she 
insisted. ' The doctor will say that, if you meet with 
him. He believes I am deluded by a dream. I tried to 
think so myself. It was of no use ; I am quite sure he 
is wrong.' 

I privately determined to watch for the doctor's arrival, 
and to consult with him. Eunice went on : 

' I have the story of a terrible night to tell you ; but I 
haven't the courage to tell it now. "Why shouldn't you 
come back with me to the place that I am staying at? A 
pleasant farmhouse, and such kind people. You might 
read the account of that night in my journal. I shall 
not regret the misery of having written it, if it helps you 
to find out how this hateful second self of mine has come 
to me. Hush ! I want to ask you something. Do you 
think Helena is in the house ?' 

' No — she has gone out.' 

' Did she say that herself ? Are you sure ?' 

' Quite sure.' 

She decided on going back to the farm, while Helena 
was out of the way. We left the garden together. For 
the first time, my companion noticed the portfolio. I 
happened to be carrying it in the hand that was nearest 
to her, as she walked by my side. 

' Where did you get that ?' she asked. 

It was needless to reply in words. My hesitation spoke 
for me. 

' Carry it in your other hand,' she said — ' the hand 
that's farthest away from me. I don't want to see it ! 
Do you mind waiting a moment while I find Selina ? 
You will go to the farm with us, won't you ?' 

I had to look over the letters, in Eunice's own 
interests ; and I begged her to let me defer my visit 
to the farm until the next day. She consented, after 
making me promise to keep my appointment. It was of 
some importance to her, she told me, that I should make 
acquaintance with the farmer and his wife and children, 
and tell her how I liked them. Her plans for the future 
depended on what those good people might be willing to 
do. When she had recovered her health, it was im- 
possible for her to go home again while Helena remained 
in the house. She had resolved to earn her own living, 



206 THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

if she tould get employment as a governess. The farmer's 
children liked her ; she had already helped their mother 
in teaching them ; and ther j was reason to hope that 
their father would see his ffay to employing her per- 
manently. His house offe- ed the great advantage of 
being near enough to the '.own, to enable her to hear 
news of the Minister's progress towards recovery, and to 
see him herself when safe opportunities offered, from time 
to time. As for her salary, what did she care about 
money? Anything would be acceptable, if the good man 
would only realize her hopes for the future. 

It was disheartening to hear that hope, at her age, 
began and ended within such narrow limits as these. No 
prudent man would have tried to persuade her, as I ^.uow 
did, that the idea of reconciliation offered the better hope 
of the two. 

' Suppose I see Mr. Philip Dunboyne when I go back 
to London,' I began, ' what shall I say to him?' 

' Say I have forgiven him.' 

' And suppose,' I went on, ' that the blame really rests, 
where you all believe it to rest, with Helena. If that 
young man returns to you, truly ashamed of himself, 
truly penitent, will you ?' 

She resolutely interrupted me : ' No !' 

' Oh, Eunice, you surely mean Yes ?' 

' I mean No !' 

' Why ?' 

• Don't ask me ! Good-bye till to-morrow.' 



CHAPTEE XLII. 

THE QUAINT PHILOSOPHEE. 

No person came to my room, and nothing happened to 
interrupt me while I was reading Mr. Philip Dunboyne's 
letters. 

One of them, let me say at once, produced a very dis- 
agreeable impression on me. I have unexpectedly dis- 
covered Mrs. Tenbruggen — in a postscript. She is 
making a living as a Medical Rubber (or Masseuse), and 
is in professional attendance on Mr. Dunboyne the elder. 
More of this, a little farther on. 
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Having gone through the whole collection of young 
Dunboyne's letters, I set myself to review the differing 
conclusions which the correspondence had produced on 
my mind. 

I call the papers submitted to me a correspondence, 
because the greater part of Philip's letters exhibit notes 
in pencil, evidently added by Helena. These express, 
for the most part, the interpretation which she had placed 
on passages that perplexed or displeased her ; and they 
have, as Philip's rejoinders show, been employed as 
materials when she wrote her replies. 

On reflection, I find myself troubled by complexities 
and contradictions in the view presented of this young 
man's character. To decide positively whether I can 
justify to myself and to my regard for Eunice, an attempt 
to reunite the lovers, requires more time for consideration 
than I can reasonably expect that Helena's patience will 
allow. Having a quiet hour or two still before me, I 
have determined to make extracts from the letters for 
my own use ; with the intention of referring to them, 
while I am still in doubt which way my decision ought 
to incline. I shall present them here, to speak for them- 
selves. Is there any objection to this? None that I can see. 

In the first place, these extracts have a value of their 
own. They add necessary information to the present 
history of events. 

In the second place, I am under no obligation to Mr. 
Gracedieu's daughter which forbids me to make use of 
her portfolio. I told her that I only consented to receive 
it, under reserve of my own right of action — and her 
assent to that stipulation was expressed in the clearest 
terms. 

Extracts from Me. Philip Dunboyne's Letters. 
First Extract. 

You blame me, dear Helena, for not having paid proper 
attention to the questions put to me in your last letter, 
I have only been waiting to make up my mind, before I 
replied. 

Eirst question : Do I think it advisable that you should 
write to my father ? No, my dear ; I beg you will defer 
writing, until you hear from me again. 
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Second question : Considering that he is still a stranger 
to you, is there any harm in your asking me what sort 
of man my father is ? X o harm, my sweet one ; but, as 
you will presently see, I am afraid you have addressed 
yourself to the wrong person. 

My father is kind, in his own odd way — and learned, 
and rich — a more high-minded and honourable man (as I 
have every reason to believe) doesn't live. But if you 
ask me which he prefers, his books or his son, I hope 
I do him no injustice when I answer, his books. His 
reading and his writing are obstacles between us which 
I have never been able to overcome. This is the more 
to be regretted because be is charming, on the few 
occasions when I find him disengaged. If you wish I 
knew more about my father, we are in complete agree- 
ment as usual — I wish, too. 

But there is a dear friend of yours and mine, who is 
just the person we want to help us. Need I say that I 
allude to Mrs. Staveley? 

I called on her yesterday, not long after she had paid 
a visit to my father. Luck had favoured her. She 
arrived just at the time when hunger had obliged him to 
shut up his books, and ring for something to eat. Mrs. 
Staveley secured a favourable reception with her customary 
tact and delicacy. He had a fowl for his dinner. She 
knows his weakness of old ; she volunteered to carve it 
for him. 

If I can only repeat what this clever woman told me 
of their talk, you will have a portrait of Mr. Dunboyne 
the elder — not perhaps a highly -finished picture, but, as 
I hope and believe, a good likeness. 

Mrs. Staveley began by complaining to him of the 
conduct of his son. I had promised to write to her, and 
I had never kept my word. She had reasons for being 
especially interested in my plans and prospects, just then; 
knowing me to be attached (please take notice that I am 
quoting her own language) to a charming friend of hers, 
whom I had first met at her house. To aggravate the 
disappointment that I had inflicted, the young lady had 
neglected her too. No letters, no information. Perhaps 
my father would kindly enlighten her ? Was the affair 
going on? or was it broken off? 
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My father held out his plate and asked for the other 
wing of the fowl. ' It isn't a bad one for London,' he 
said ; ' won't you have some yourself V 

' I don't seem to have interested you,' Mrs. Staveley 
remarked. 

' What did you expect me to be interested in ?' my 
father inquired. ' I was absorbed in the fowl. Favour 
me by returning to the subject.' 

Mrs. Staveley admits that she answered this rather 
sharply : ' The subject, sir, was your son's admiration 
for a charming girl : one of the daughters of Mr. Grace- 
dieu, the famous preacher.' 

My father is too well-bred to speak to a lady while his 
attention is absorbed by a fowl. He finished the second 
wing, and then he asked if ' Philip was engaged to be 
married.' 

' I am not quite sure,' Mrs. Staveley confessed. 

' Then, my dear friend, we will wait till we are sure.' 

' But, Mr. Dunboyne, there is really no need to wait. 
I suppose your son comes here, now and then, to see you?' 

' My son is most attentive. In course of time he will 
contrive to hit on the right hour for his visit. At present, 
poor fellow, he interrupts me every day.' 

' Suppose he hits upon the right time to-morrow ?' 

' Yes ?' 

' You might ask him if he is engaged ?' 

' Pardon me. I think I might wait till Philip mentions 
it without asking.' 

' What an extraordinary man you are 1' 

' Oh, no, no — only a philosopher.' 

This tried Mrs. Staveley's temper. You know what a 
perfectly candid person our friend is. She owned to me 
that she felt inclined to make herself disagreeable. 
' That's thrown away upon me,' she said : ' I don't know 
what a philosopher is.' 

Let me pause for a moment, dear Helena. I have 
inexcusably forgotten to speak of my father's personal 
appearance. It won't take long. I need only notice one 
interesting feature which, so to speak, lifts his face out 
of the common. He has an eloquent nose. Persons 
possessing this rare advantage are blest with powers of 
expression not granted to their ordinary fellow-creatures. 

14 
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My father's nose is a mine of information to friends 
familiarly acquainted with it. It changes colour like a 
modest young lady's cheek. It works flexibly from side 
to side like the rudder of a ship. On the present occasion, 
Mrs. Staveley saw it shift towards the left-hand side of 
his face. A sigh escaped the poor lady. Experience told 
her that my father was going to hold forth. 

' You don't know what a philosopher is !' he repeated. 
' Be so kind as to look at Me. I am a philosopher.' 

Mrs. Staveley bowed. 

' And a philosopher, my charming friend, is a man who 
has discovered a system of life. Some systems assert 
themselves in volumes — my system asserts itself in two 
words : Never think of anything until you have first asked 
yourself if there is an absolute necessity for doing it, at 
that particular moment. Thinking of things, when things 
needn't be thought of, is offering an opportunity to Worry; 
and Worry is the favourite agent of Death when the 
destroyer handles his work in a lingering way, and 
achieves premature results. Never look back, and never 
look forward, as long as you can possibly help it. Look- 
ing back leads the way to sorrow. And looking forward 
ends in the cruellest of all delusions : it encourages hope. 
The present time is the precious time. Live for the 
passing day : the passing day is all that we can be sure 
of. You suggested, just now, that I should ask my son 
if he was engaged to be married. How do we know what 
wear and tear of your nervous texture I succeeded in 
saving when I said : ' ' Wait till Philip mentions it with- 
out asking " ? There is the personal application of my 
system. I have explained it in my time to every woman 
on the list of my acquaintance, including the female 
servants. Not one of them has rewarded me by adopting 
my system. How do you feel about it !' 

Mrs. Staveley declined to tell me whether she had 
offered a bright example of gratitude to the rest of the sex. 
When I asked why, she declared that it was my turn now 
to tell her what I had been doing. 

You will anticipate what followed. She objected to the 
mystery in which my prospects seemed to be involved. 
In plain English, was I, or was I not, engaged to marry 
her dear Eunice ? I said, No. What else could I say? 
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If I had told Mrs. Staveley the truth, when she insisted 

on my explaining myself, she would have gone back to 

my father, and would have appealed to his sense of justice 

to forbid our marriage. Finding ms obstinately silent, 

she has decided on writing to Eunice. So we parted. 

But don't be disheartened. On my way out of the house, 

I met Mr. Staveley coming in, and had a little talk with 

him. He and his wife and his family are going to the 

seaside, next week. Mrs. Staveley once out of our way, 

I can tell my father of our engagement without any fear 

of consequences. If she writes to him, the moment he 

sees my name mentioned, and finds violent language 

associated with it, he will hand the letter to me. ' Your 

business, Philip : don't interrupt me.' He will say that, 

and go back to his books. There is my father, painted to 

the life ! Farewell, for the present. 

****** 

Remarks by II G. — Philip's grace and gaiety of style 
might be envied by any professional Author. He amuses 
me, but he rouses my suspicion at the same time. This 
slippery lover of mine tells me to defer writing to his 
father, and gives no reason for offering that strange advice 
to the young lady who is soon to be a member of the 
family. Is this merely one more instance of the weak- 
ness of his character ? Or, now that he is away from my 
influence, is he beginning to regret Eunice already ? 

Added by the Governor. — I too have my doubts. Is the 
flippant nonsense which Philip has written, inspired by 
the effervescent good spirits of a happy young man ? Or 
is it assumed for a purpose? In this latter case, I should 
gladly conclude, that he was regarding his conduct to 
Eunice with becoming emotions of sorrow and shame. 

CHAPTEE XLIII. 

THE MASTERFUL MASSEUSE. 

My next quotations will suffer a process of abridgment. 
I intend them to present the substance of three letters, 
reduced as follows : 

Second Extract. 
Weak as he may be, Mr. Philip Dunboyne shows (in 
his second letter) that he can feel resentment, and that 

14—2 
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he can express his feelings, in replying to Miss Helena. 
He protests against suspicions which he has not deserved. 
That he does sometimes think of Eunice he sees no 
reason to deny. He is conscious of errors and misdeeds, 
which — traceable as they are to Helena's irresistible 
fascinations — may perhaps be considered rather his 
misfortune than his fault. Be that as it may, he doe3 
indeed feel anxious to hear good accounts of Eunice's 
health. If this honest avowal excites her sister's 
jealousy, he will be disappointed in Helena for the first 
time. 

His third letter shows that this exhibition of spirit has 
had its effect. 

The imperious young lady regrets that she has hurt his 
feelings, and is rewarded for the apology by receiving 
news of the most gratifying kind. Faithful Philip has 
told his father that he is engaged to be married to Miss 
Helena Gracedieu, daughter of the celebrated Congrega- 
tional preacher — and so on, and so on. Has Mr. 
Dunboyne the elder expressed any objection to the 
young lady ? Certainly not ! He knows nothing of the 
other engagement to Eunice ; and he merely objects, on 
principle, to looking forward. ' How do we know,' says 
the philosopher, ' what accidents may happen, or what 
doubts and hesitations may yet turn up ? I am not to 
burden my mind in this matter, till I know that I must 
do it. Let me hear when she is ready to go to church, 
and I will be ready with the settlements. My compli- 
ments to Miss and her Papa, and let us wait a little.' 
Dearest Helena — isn't he funny ? 

The next letter has been already mentioned. 

In this there occurs the first startling reference to Mrs. 
Tenbruggen, by name. She is in London, finding her 
way to lucrative celebrity by twisting, turning, and 
pinching the flesh of credulous persons, afflicted with 
nervous disorders ; and she has already paid a few 
medical visits to old Mr. Dunboyne. He persists in 
poring over his books while Mrs. Tenbruggen operates, 
sometimes on his cramped right hand, sometimes (in the 
fear that his brain may have something to do with it) on 
the back of his neck. One of them frowns over her 
rubbiug, and the other frowns over his reading. It would 
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be delightfully ridiculous, but for a drawback ; Mr. Philip 
Duuboyne's first impressions of Mrs. Tenbruggen do not 
incline him to look at that lady from a humorous point 
of view. 

Helena's remarks follow as usual. She has seen Mrs. 
Tenbruggen's name on the address of a letter written by 
Miss Jillgall — which is quite enough to condemn Mrs. 
Tenbruggen. As for Philip himself, she feels not quite 
sure of him, even yet. No more do I. 

Third Extract. 

The letter that follows must be permitted to speak for 
itself : 

I bave flown into a passion, dearest Helena ; and I am 
afraid I shall make you fly into a passion too. Blame 
Mrs. Tenbruggen ; don't blame me. 

On the first occasion when I found my father under 
the hands of the Medical Eubber, she took no notice of 
me. On the second occasion— when she had been in 
daily attendance on him for a week, at an exorbitant fee 
—she said in the coolest manner : ' Who is this young 
gentleman ?' My father laid down his book, for a 
moment only : 'Don't interrupt me again, Ma'am. The 
young gentleman is my son Philip.' Mrs. Tenbruggen 
eyed me with an appearance of interest which I was at a 
loss to account for. I hate an impudent woman. My 
visit came suddenly to an end. 

The next time I saw my father, he was alone. 

I asked him how he got on with Mrs. Tenbruggen. 
As badly as possible, it appeared. ' She takes liberties 
with my neck ; she interrupts me in my reading ; and 
she does me no good. I shall end, Philip, in applying a 
medical rubbing to Mrs. Tenbruggen.' 

A few da) 7 s later, I found the masterful ' Masseuse ' 
torturing the poor old gentleman's muscles again. She 
had the audacity to say to me : ' Well, Mr. Philip, when 
are you going to marry Miss Eunice Gracedieu '?' My 
father looked up. 'Eunice?' he repeated. ' When my 
son told me he was engaged to Miss Gracedieu, he said 
" Helena !" Philip, what does this mean ?' Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen was so obliging as to answer for me. ' Some 
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mistake, sir ; it's Eunice he is engaged to.' I confess I 
forgot myself. ' How the devil do you know that ?' I burst 
out. Mrs. Tenbruggen ignored me and my language. ' I 
am sorry to see, sir, that your son's education has been neg- 
lected ; he seems to be grossly ignorant of the laws of polite- 
ness.' ' Never mind tbe laws of politeness,' says my father. 
'You appear to be better acquainted with my son's matri- 
monial prospects than he is himself. How is that?' Mrs. 
Tenbruggen favoured him with another ready reply : ' My 
authority is a letter, addressed to me by a relative of Mr. 
Gracedieu — my dear and intimate friend, Miss Jillgall.' 
My father's keen eyes travelled backwards and forwards 
between his female surgeon and his son. ' Which am I 
to believe ?' lie inquired. ' I am surprised at your asking 
the question,' I said. Mrs. Tenbruggen pointed to me. 
' Look at Mr. Philip, sir — and you will allow him one 
merit. He is capable of showing it, when he knows he 
has disgraced himself.' Without intending it, I am sure, 
my father infuriated me ; he looked as if he believed her. 
Out came one of the smallest and strongest words in the 
English language before I could stop it : ' Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen, you lie !' The illustrious Eubber dropped my 
father's hand — she had been operating on him all the 
time — and showed us that she could assert her dignity 
when circumstances called for the exertion : ' Either 
your son or I, sir, must leave the room. Which is it to 
be ?' She met her match in my father. Walking quietly 
to the door, he opened it for Mrs. Tenbruggen with a low 
bow. She stopped on her way out, and delivered her 
parting words : ' Messieurs Dunboyne, father and son, 
I keep my temper, and merely regard you as a couple of 
blackguards.' With that pretty assertion of her opinion, 
she left us. 

When we were alone, there was but one course to take ; 
I made my confession. It is impossible to tell you how 
my father received it — for he sat down at his library 
table with his back to me. The first thing he did was to 
ask me to help his memory. 

' Did you say that the father of these girls wcs a 
parson ?' 

' Yes — a Congregational Minister.' 

' What does the Minister think of you ?' 
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' I don't know, sir.' 

4 Find out.' 

That was all ; not another word could I extract from 
him. I don't pretend to have discovered what he really 
has in his mind. I only venture on a suggestion. If 
there is any old friend in your town, who has some in- 
fluence over your father, leave no means untried of getting 
that friend to say a kind word for us. And then ask your 
father to write to mine. This is, as I see it, our only 

chance. 

****** 

There the letter ends. Helena's notes on it show that 
her pride is fiercely interested in securing Philip as a 
husband. Her victory over poor Eunice will, as she 
plainly intimates, be only complete when she is married 
to young Dunboyne. For the rest, her desperate resolu- 
tion to win her way to my good graces is sufficiently 
intelligible, now 

My own impressions vary. Philip rather gains upon 
me ; he appears to have some capacity for feeling ashamed 
of himself. On the other hand, I regard the discovery of 
an intimate friendship existing between Mrs. Tenbruggen 
and Miss Jillgall with the gloomiest views. Is this for- 
midable Masseuse likely to ply her trade in the country 
towns ? And is it possible that she may come to this 
town ? God forbid ! 

Of the other letters in the collection, I need take no 
special notice. I returned the whole correspondence to 
Helena, and waited to hear from her. 

The one recent event in Mr. Gracedieu's family, worthy 
of record, is of a melancholy nature. After paying his 
visit to-day, the doctor has left word that nobody but the 
nurse is to go near the Minister. This seems to indicate, 
but too surely, a change for the worse. 

Helena has been away all the evening at the Girls' 
School. She left a little note, informing me of her wishes : 
' I shall expect to be favoured with your decision to- 
morrow morning, in my housekeeping room.' 

At breakfast time, the report of the poor Minister was 
still discouraging. I noticed that Helena was absent from 
the table. Miss Jillgall suspected that the cause was bad 
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news from Mr. Philip Dunboyne, arriving by that morn- 
ing's post. ' If you will excuse the use of strong language 
by a lady,' she said, ' Helena looked perfectly devilish 
when she opened the letter. She rushed away, and locked 
herself up in her own shabby room. A serious obstacle, 
as I suspect, in the way of her marriage. Cheering, isn't 
it?' As usual, good Selina expressed her sentiments 
without reserve. 

I had to keep my appointment ; and the sooner Helena 
Gracedieu and I understood each other the better. 

I knocked at the door. It was loudly unlocked, and 
violently thrown open. Helena's temper had risen to 
boiling heat ; she stammered with rage when she spoke 
to me. 

' I mean to come to the point at once,' she said. 
' I am glad to hear it, Miss Helena.' 
' May I count on your influence to help me ? I want a 
positive answer.' 

I gave her what she wanted. I said : ' Certainly not.' 
She took a crumpled letter from her pocket, opened it, 
and smoothed it out on the table with a blow of her 
open hand. 

'Look at that,' she said. 

I looked. It was the letter addressed to Mr. Dunboyne 
the elder, which I had written for Mr. Gracedieu — with 
the one object of preventing Helena's marriage. 

' Of course, I can depend on you to tell me the truth?' 
she continued. 

' Without fear or favour,' I answered, ' you may depend 
on that.' 

' The signature to the letter, Mr. Governor, is written 
by my father. But the letter itself is in a different hand. 
Do you, by any chance, recognise the writing ?' 
'I do.' 

' Whose writing is it ?' 
< Mine.' 

CHAPTEE XLIV- 

THH BESUERECTION OF THE PAST. 

After having identified my handwriting, I waited with 
gome curiosity to see whether Helena would let her anger 
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honestly show itself, or whether she would keep it down. 
She kept it down. 

' Allow me to return good for evil.' (The evil was 
uppermost, nevertheless, when Miss Gracedieu expressed 
herself in these self-denying terms.) ' You are no doubt 
anxious to know if Philip's father has been won over to 
serve your purpose. Here is Philip's own account of it ; 
the last of his letters that I shall trouble you to read.' 

I looked it over. The memorandum follows which I 
made for my own use : 

An eccentric philosopher is as capable as the most 
commonplace human being in existence of behaving like 
an honourable man. Mr. Dunboyne read the letter which 
bore the Minister's signature, and handed it to his son. 
' Can you answer that ?' was all he said. Philip's silence 
confessed that he was unable to answer it — and Philip 
himself, I may add, rose accordingly in my estimation. 
His father pointed to the writing-desk. ' I must spare 
my cramped hand,' the philosopher resumed, ' and I must 
answer Mr. Gracedieu's letter. Write, and leave a place 
for my signature.' He began to dictate his reply. ' Sir, — 
My son Philip has seen your letter, and has no defence to 
make. In this respect he has set an example of candour 
which I propose to follow. There is no excuse for him. 
What I can do to show that I feel for you, and agree with 
you, shall be done. At the age which this young man 
has reached, the laws of England abolish the authority 
of his father. If he is sufficiently infatuated to place his 
honour and his happiness at the mercy of a lady, who 
has behaved to her sister as your daughter has behaved 
to Miss Eunice, I warn the married couple not to expect 
a farthing of my money, either during my lifetime or after 
my death. Your faithful servant, Dunboyne, Senioe.' 
Having performed his duty as secretary, Philip received 
his dismissal : ' You may send my reply to the post,' his 
father said ; ' and you may keep Mr. Gracedieu's letter. 
Morally speaking, I regard that last document as a species 
of mirror, in which a young gentleman like yourself may 
see how ugly he looks.' This, Philip declared, was his 
father's form of farewell. 

I handed back the letter to Helena. Not a word passed 
between us. In sinister silence she opened the door and 
left me alone in the room, 
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That Mrs. Gracedieu and I had met in the bygone time, 
and — this was the only serious part of it — had met in 
secret, would now be made known to the Minister. Was 
I to blame for having shrunk from distressing my good 
friend, by telling him that his wife had privately consulted 
me on the means of removing his adopted child from his 
house ? And, even if I had been cruel enough to do this, 
would he have believed my statement against the positive 
denial with which the woman whom he loved and trusted 
would have certainly met it ? No ! let the consequences 
of the coming disclosure be what they might, I failed to see 
any valid reason for regretting my conduct in the past time. 

I found Miss Jillgall waiting in the passage to see me 
come out. 

Before I could tell her what had happened, there was 
a ring at the house-bell. The visitor proved to be Mr. 
Wellwood, the doctor. I was anxious to speak to him on 
the subject of Mr. Gracedieu's health. Miss Jillgall 
introduced me, as an old and dear friend of the Minister, 
and left us together in the dining-room. 

' What do I think of Mr. Gracedieu ?' he said, repeat- 
ing the first question that I put. ' Well, sir, I think 
badly of him.' 

Entering into details, after that ominous reply, Mr. 
Wellwood did not hesitate to say that his patient's nerves 
were completely shattered. Disease of the brain had, as 
he feared, been already set up. ' As to the causes which 
have produced this lamentable break-down,' the doctor 
continued, ' Mr. Gracedieu has been in the habit of 
preaching extempore twice a day on Sundays, and some- 
times in the week as well — and has uniformly refused to 
spare himself when he was in most urgent need of rest. 
If you have ever attended his chapel, you have seen a 
man in a state of fiery enthusiasm, feeling intensely every 
word that he utters. Think of such exhaustion as thai 
implies going on for years together, and accumulating its 
wasting influences on a sensitives-organized constitution. 
Add that he is tormented by personal anxieties, which 
he confesses to no one, not even to his own children — 
and the sum of it all is that a worse case of its kind, I 
am grieved to say, has never occurred in my experience.' 

Before the doctor left me to go to his patient, I asked 
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leave to occupy a minute more of his time. My object 
was, of course, to speak about Eunice. 

The change of subject seemed to be agreeable to Mr. 
Wellwood. Pie smiled good-humouredly. 

' You need feel no alarm about the health of that 
interesting girl,' he said. 'When she complained to me 
— at her age ! — of not being able to sleep, I should have 
taken it more seriously if I had been told that she too 
had her troubles, poor little soul. Love-troubles, most 
likely — but don't forget that my professional limits keep 
me in the dark ! Have you heard that she took some 
compesing medicine, •which I had prescribed for her 
father? The effect (certain, in any case, to be injurious 
to a young girl) was considerably aggravated by the state 
of her mind at the time. A dream that frightened her, 
and something resembling delirium, seems to have 
followed. And she made matters worse, poor child, by 
writing in her diary about the visions and supernatural 
appearances that had terrified her. I was afraid of 
fever, on the day when they first sent for me. We 
escaped that complication, and I was at liberty to try 
the best of all remedies — quiet and change of air. I have 
no fears for Miss Eunice." 

With that cheering reply he went up to the Minister's 
room. 

All that I had found perplexing in Eunice was now 
made clear. I understood how her agony at the loss of 
her lover, and her keen sense of the wrong that she had 
suffered, had been strengthened in their disastrous in- 
fluence by her experiment on the sleeping draught in- 
tended for her father. In mind and body, both, the poor 
girl was in the condition which offered its opportunity 
to the lurking hereditary taint. It was terrible to think 
of what might have happened, if the all-powerful cormter- 
krfluence had not been present to save her. 

Before I had been long alone the servant-maid came 
in, and said the doctor wanted to see me. 

Mr. Wellwood was waiting in the passage, outside the 
Minister's bedchamber. He asked if he could speak to 
me without interruption, and without the fear of being 
overheard. I led him at once to the room which I 
occupied as a guest. 
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' At the very time when it is most important to keep 
Mr. Gracedieu quiet,' he said, ' something has happened 
to excite — I might almost say to infuriate him. He has 
left his bed, and is walking up and down the room ; and, 
I don't scruple to say, he is on the verge of madness. 
He insists on seeing you. Being wholly unable to con- 
trol him in any other way, I have consented to this. 
But I must not allow you to place yourself in what may 
be a disagreeable position, without a word of warning. 
Judging by his tones and his looks, he seems to have no 
very friendly motive for wishing to see you.' 

Knowing perfectly well what had happened, and being 
one of those impatient people who can never endure 
suspense, I offered to go at once to Mr. Gracedieu s 
room. The doctor asked leave to say one word more. 

' Pray be careful that you neither say nor do anything 
to thwart him,' Mr. Wellwood resumed. ' If he expresses 
an opinion, agree with him. If he is insolent and over- 
bearing, don't answer him. In the state of his brain, the 
one hopeful course to take is to let him have his own 
way Pray remember that. I will be within call, in case 
of your wanting me.' 

CHAPTEE XLV. 

THE FATAL POKTKAIT. 

I knocked at the bedroom door. 

' Who's there ?' 

Only two words — but the voice that uttered them, 
hoarse and peremptory, was altered almost beyond 
recognition. If I had not known whose room it was, I 
might have doubted whether the Minister had really 
spoken to me. 

At the instant when I answered him, I was allowed to 
pass in. Having admitted me, he closed the door, and 
placed himself with his back against it. The customary 
pallor of his face had darkened to a deep red ; there was 
an expression of ferocious mockery in his eyes. Helena's 
vengeance had hurt her unhappy father far more severely 
than it seemed likely to hurt me. The doctor had said 
he was on the verge of madness. To my thinking, he 
had already passed the boundary line. 
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He received me with a boisterous affectation ot cordi- 
ality 

' My excellent friend ! My admirable, honourable, 
welcome guest, you don't know how glad I am to see 
you. Stand a little nearer to the light ; I want to admire 
you.' 

Remembering the doctor's advice, I obeyed him in 
silence. 

' Ah, you were a handsome fellow when I first knew 
you,' he said, ' and you have some remains of it still left. 
Do you remember the time when you were a favourite 
with the ladies'? Oh, don't pretend to be modest ; don't 
turn your back, now you are old, on what you were in 
the prime of your life. Do you own that I am right '?' 

What his object might be in saying this — if, indeed, he 
had an object— it was impossible to guess. The doctor's 
advice left me no alternative ; I hastened to own that he 
was right. As I made that answer, I observed that he 
held something in his hand which was half hidden up the 
sleeve of his dressing-gown. What the nature of the 
object was I failed to discover. 

' And when I happened to speak of you somewhere,' 
he went on, ' I forget where — a member of my congrega- 
tion — I don't recollect who it was — told me you were 
connected with the aristocracy. How were you con- 
nected?' 

He surprised me ; but, however he had got his infor- 
mation, he had not been deceived. I told him that I was 
connected, through my mother, with the family to which 
he had alluded. 

' The aristocracy !' he repeated. ' A race of people 
who are rich, without earning their money, and noble 
because their great-grandfathers were noble before them. 
They live in idleness and luxury — profligates who gratify 
their passions without shame and without remorse. Deny, 
if you dare, that this is a true description of them.' 

It was really pitiable. Heartily sorry for him, I 
pacified him again. 

' And don't suppose I forget that you are one of them. 
Do you hear me, my noble friend?' 

There was no help for it — I made another conciliatory 
reply. 
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' So far,' lie resumed, ' I don't complain of you. You 
have not attempted to deceive me — yet. Absolute silence 
is what I require next. Though you may not suspect it, 
my mind is in a ferment ; I must try to think.' 

To some extent at least, his thoughts betrayed them- 
selves in his actions. He put the object that I had half 
seen in his hand into the pocket of his dressing-gown, and 
moved to the toilet-table. Opening one of the drawers, 
he took from it a folded sheet of paper, and came back 
to me. 

' A minister of the Gospel,' he said, ' is a sacred man, 
and has a horror of crime. You are safe, so far — pro- 
vided you obey me. I have a solemn and terrible duty to 
perform. This is not the right place for it. Follow me 
downstairs.' 

He led the way out. The doctor, waiting in the 
passage, was not near the stairs, and so escaped notice. 
' What is it ?' Mr. Wellwood whispered. In the same 
guarded way, I said : ' He has not told me yet ; I have 
been careful not to irritate him.' When we descended 
the stairs, the doctor followed us at a safe distance. He 
mended his pace when the Minister opened the door of 
the study, and when he saw us both pass in. Before he 
could follow, the door Was closed and locked in his face. 
Mr. Gracedieu took out the key and threw it, through the 
open window, into the garden below. 

Turning back into the room, he laid the folded sheet of 
paper on the table. That done, he spoke to me. 

' I distrust my own weakness,' he said. ' A dreadful 
necessity confronts me— I might shrink from the horrid 
idea, and, if I could open the door, might try to get away. 
Escape is impossible now. We are prisoners together. 
But don't suppose that we are alone. There is a third 
person present, who will judge between you and me. 
Look there !' 

He pointed solemnly to the portrait of his wife. It was 
a small picture, very simply framed ; representing the face 
in a 'three-quarter' view, and part of the figure only. As 
a work of art it was contemptible ; but, as a likeness, it 
answered its purpose. My unhappy friend stood before it, 
in an attitude of dejection, covering his face with hia 
hands. 
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I11 the interval cf silence that followed, I was reminded 
that an unseen friend was keeping watch outside. 

Alarmed by having heard the key turned in the lock, 
and realizing the embarrassment of the position in which 
I was placed, the doctor had discovered a discreet way of 
communicating with me. He slipped one of his visiting- 
cards under the door, with these words written on it : 
' How can I help you ?' 

I took the pencil from my pocket-book, and wrote on 
the blank side of the card : ' He has thrown the key into 
the garden ; look for it under the window.' A glance at 
the Minister, before I returned my reply, showed that his 
attitude was unchanged. Without being seen or sus- 
pected, I, in my turn, slipped the card under the door. 

The slow minutes followed each other — and still 
nothing happened. 

My anxiety to see how the doctor's search for the key 
was succeeding, tempted me to approach the window. 
On my way to it, the tail of my coat threw down 
a little tray containing pens and pencils, which had 
been left close to the edge of the table. Slight as the 
noise of the fall was, it disturbed Mr. Gracedieu. He 
looked round vacantly. 

' I have been comforted by prayer,' he told me. ' The 
weakness of poor humanity has found strength in the 
Lord.' He pointed to the portrait once more : ' My 
hands must not presume to touch it, while I am still in 
doubt. Take it down.' 

I removed the picture and placed it, by his directions, 
on a chair that stood midway between us. To my sur- 
prise his tones faltered ; I saw tears rising in his eyes. 
' You may think you see a picture there,' he said. ' You 
are wrong. You see my wife herself. Stand here, and 
look at my wife with me.' 

We stood together, with our eyes fixed on the portrait. 

Without anything said or done on my part to irritate 
him, he suddenly turned to me in a state of furious rage. 
' Not a sign of sorrow !' he burst out. ' Not a blush of 
shame ! Wretch, you stand condemned by the atrocious 
composure that I see in your face !' 

A first discovery of the odious suspicion of which I was 
the object, dawned on my mind at that moment. My 
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capacity for restraining myself completely failed me. I 
spoke to him as if he had been an accountable being. 
' Once for all,' I said, ' tell me what I have a right to 
know. You suspect me of something. What is it ?' 

Instead of directly replying, he seized my. arm, and led 
me to the table. ' Take up that paper,' he said. ' There 
is writing on it. Eead — and let Her judge between us. 
Your life depends on how you answer me.' 

Was there a weapon concealed in the room ? or had he 
got it in the pocket of his dressing-gown ? I listened for 
the sound of the doctor's returning footsteps in the 
passage outside, and heard nothing. My life had once 
depended, years since, on my success in heading the 
arrest of an escaped prisoner. I was not conscious, 
then, of feeling my energies weakened by fear. But that 
man was not mad ; and I was younger, in those days, by 
a good twenty years or more. At my later time of life, I 
could show my old friend that I was not afraid of him — 
but I was conscious of an effort in doing it. 

I opened the paper. ' Am I to read this to myself?' I 
asked. ' Or am I to read it aloud ?' 

' Eead it aloud !' 

In these terms, his daughter addressed him : 

' I have been so unfortunate, dearest father, as to dis- 
please you, and I dare not hope that you will consent to 
receive me. What it is my painful duty to tell you, must 
be told in writing. 

' Grieved as I am to distress you, in your present state 
of health, I must not hesitate to reveal what it has been 
my misfortune — I may even say my misery, when I think 
of my mother — to discover. 

' But let me make sure, in such a serious matter as this 
is, that I am not mistaken. 

' In those happy past days, when I was still dear to my 
father, you said you thought of writing to invite a dearly- 
valued friend to pay a visit to this house. You had first 
known him, as I understood, when my mother was still 
living. Many interesting things you told me about this 
old friend, but you never mentioned that he knew, or that 
he had even seen, my mother. I was left to suppose that 
those two had remained strangers to each other to the day 
of her death. 
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* 1! there is any misinterpretation here of what you 
said, or perhaps of what you meant to say, pray destroy 
what I have written without turning to the next page ; 
and forgive me for having innocently startled you by a 
false alarm.' 

Mr. Gracedieu interrupted me. 

'Put it down !' he cried ; ' I won't wait till you have 
got to the end — I shall question you now Give me the 
paper ; it will help me to keep this mystery of iniquity 
clear in my own mind.' 

I gave him the paper. 

He hesitated — and looked at the portrait once more. 
' Turn her away from me,' he said; ' I can't face my wife.' 

I placed the picture with its back to him. 

He consulted the paper, reading it with but little of the 
confusion and hesitation which my experience of him had 
induced me to anticipate. Had the mad excitement that 
possessed him exercised an influence in clearing his mind, 
resembling in some degree the influence exercised by a 
storm in clearing the air? Whatever the right explana- 
tion may be, I can only report what I saw. I could 
hardly have mastered what his daughter had written more 
readily, if I had been reading it myself. 

' Helena tells me/ he began, ' that you said you knew 
her by her likeness to her mother. Is that true ?' 

' Quite true.' 

' And you made an excuse for leaving her — see ! here 
it is, written down. You made an excuse, and left her 
when she asked for an explanation.' 

' I did.' 

He consulted the paper again. 

' My daughter says— No ! I won't be hurried and I 
won't be interrupted — she says you were confused. Is 
that so ?' 

' It is so. Let your questions wait for a moment. I 
wish tc tell you why I was confused.' 

' Haven't I said I won't be interrupted ? Do you think 
you can shake my resolution ?' He referred to the paper 
again. ' I have lost the place. It's your fault — find it 
for me.' 

The evidence which was intended to convict me was 

15 
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the evidence which I was expected to find 1 I pointed it 
out to him. 

His natural courtesy asserted itself in spite of his 
anger. He said ' Thank you,' and questioned me the 
moment after as fiercely as ever. ' Go back to the time, 
sir, when we met in your rooms at the prison. Did you 
know my wife then ?' 

' Certainly not.' 
, ' Did you and she see each other — ha ! I've got it now 
—did you see each other after I had left the town ? No 
prevarication ! You own to telling Helena that you 
knew her by her likeness to her mother. You must 
have seen her mother. Where?' 

I made another effort to defend myself. He again 
refused furiously to hear me. It was useless to persist. 
Whatever the danger that threatened me might be, the 
sooner it showed itself the easier I should feel. I told 
him that Mrs. Gracedieu had called on me, after he and 
his wife had left the town. 

' Do you mean to tell me,' he cried, ' that She came to 
You?' 

'I do.' 

After that answer, he no longer required the paper to 
help him. He threw it from him on the floor. 

' And you received her,' he said, ' without inquiring 
whether I knew of her visit or not? Guilty deception 
on your part — guilty deception on her part. Oh, the 
hideous wickedness of it !' 

When his mad suspicion that I had been his wife's 
lover betrayed itself in this way, I made a last attempt, 
in the face of my own conviction that it was hopeless, to 
place my conduct and his wife's conduct before him in 
the true light. 

' Mrs. Gracedieu's object was to consult me ' 

Before I could say the next words, I saw him put his 
hand into the pocket of his dressing-gown. 

'An innocent man,' he sternly declare;!, 'would have 
told me that my wife had been to see him — you kept it 
a secret. An innocent woman won Id have given me a 
reason for v. Lly! •:•_,' to go to von —she kept it a secret, 
Yvb-jii sbij left my huiioe ; sue L-ji, it a tecryt when she 
c.iniu ba^k.' 
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4 Mr. Gracedieu, I insist on being heard ! Your wife's 
motive ' 

He drew from his pocket the thing that he had hidden 
from me. This time, there was no concealment ; he let 
me see that he was opening a razor. It was no time for 
asserting my innocence ; I had to think of preserving my 
life. When a man is without firearms, what defence can 
avail against a razor in the hands of a madman ? A chair 
was at my side ; it offered the one poor means of guard- 
ing myself that I could see. I laid my hand on it, and 
kept my eye on him. 

He paused, looking backwards and forwards between 
the picture and me. 

' Which of them shall I kill first ?' he said to himself. 
' The man who was my trusted friend ? Or the woman 
whom I believed to be an angel on earth ?' He stopped 
once more, in a state of fierce self-concentration, debating 
what he should do. ' The woman,' he decided. ' Wretch ! 
Fiend ! Harlot ! How I loved her ! ! !' 

With a yell of fury,. he pounced on the picture — ripped 
the canvas out of the frame — and cut it malignantly into 
fragments. As they dropped from the razor on the floor, 
he stamped on them, and ground them under his foot. 
' Go, wife of my bosom,' he cried, with a dreadful mockery 
of voice and look — ' go, and burn everlastingly in the 
place of torment !' His eyes glared at me. ' Your turn 
now,' he said — and rushed at me with his weapon ready 
in his hand. I hurled the chair at his right arm. The 
razor dropped on the floor. I caught him by the wrist. 
Like a wild animal he tried to bite me. With my free 
hand — if I had known how to defend myself in any other 
way, I would have taken that way — with my free hand 
I seized him by the throat ; forced him back ; and held 
him against the wall. My grasp on his throat kept him 
quiet. But the dread of seriously injuring him so com- 
pletely overcame me, that I forgot I was a prisoner in 
the room, and was on the point of alarming the house- 
hold by a cry for help. 

I was still struggling to preserve my self-control, when 
the sound of footsteps broke the silence outside. I heard 
the key turn in the lock, and saw the doctor at the open 
door. 

15 2 
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CHAPTER XLVI. 

TEE CUMBERSOME LADIES. 

I cannot prevail upon myself to dwell at any length oft 
the events that followed. 

We secured rny unhappy friend, and carried him to his 
bed. It was necessary to have men in attendance who 
could perform the duty of watching him. The doctor 
sent for them, while I went downstairs to make the best 
I could of the miserable news which it was impossible 
entirely to conceal. 

All that I could do to spare Miss Jillgall, I did. I was 
obliged to acknowledge that there had been an outbreak 
of violence, and that the portrait of the Minister's wife 
had been destroyed by the Minister himself. Of Helena's 
revenge on me I said nothing. It had led to consequences 
which even her merciless malice could not have contem- 
plated. There were no obstacles in the way of keeping 
secret the attempt on my life. But I was compelled to 
own that Mr. Gracedieu had taken a dislike to me, which 
rendered it necessary that my visit should be brought to 
an end. I hastened to add that I should go to the hotel, 
and should wait there until the next day, in the hope of 
hearing better news. 

Of the multitude of questions with which poor Miss 
Jillgall overwhelmed me — of the wild words of sorrow and 
alarm that escaped her — of the desperate manner in 
which she held by my arm, and implored me not to go 
away, when I must see for myself that ' she was a person 
entirely destitute of presence of mind ' — I shall say 
nothing. The undeserved suffering that is inflicted on 
innocent persons by the sins of others demands silent 
sympathy ; and, to that extent at least, I can say that I 
honestly felt for my quaint and pleasant little friend. 

In the evening the doctor called on me at the hotel. 
The medical treatment of his patient had succeeded in 
calming the maddened brain under the influence of sleep. 
If the night passed quietly, better news might be hoped 
for in the morning. 

On the next day I had arranged to drive to the farm, 
being resolved not to disappoint Euuice. But I shrank 
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from the prospect of having to distress her as I had 
ahead} 7 distressed Miss Jillgall. The only alternative 
left was to repeat the sad story in writing, subject to the 
concealments which I had already observed. This I did, 
and sent the letter by messenger, overnight, so that 
Eunice might know when to expect me. 

The medical report, in the morning, justified some hope. 
Mr. Gracedieu had slept well, and there had been no re- 
appearance of insane violence on his waking. But the 
doctor's opinion was far from encouraging when we spoke 
of the future. He did not anticipate the cruel necessity 
of placing the Minister under restraint — unless some new 
provocation led to a new outbreak. The misfortune to be 
feared was imbecility. 

I was just leaving the hotel to keep my appointment 
with Eunice, when the waiter announced the arrival of a 
young lady who wished to speak with me. Before I 
could ask if she had mentioned her name, the young lady 
herself walked in — Helena Gracedieu. 

She explained her object in calling on me, with the 
exasperating composure which was peculiarly her own. 
No parallel to it occurs to me in my official experience of 
shameless women. 

' I don't wish to speak of what happened yesterday, so 
far as I know anything about it,' she began. ' It is quite 
enough for me that you have been obliged to leave the 
house and to take refuge in this hotel. I have come to 
say a word about the future. Are you honouring me with 
your attention ?' 

I signed to her to go on. If I had answered in words, 
I should have told her to leave the room. 

' At first,' she resumed, ' I thought of writing ; but it 
occurred to me that you might keep my letter, and show 
it to Philip, by way of lowering me in his good opinion, 
as you have lowered me in the good opinion of his father. 
My object in coming here is to give you a word of 
warning. If you attempt to make mischief next between 
Philip and myself, I shall hear of it — and you know what 
to expect, when you have Me for an enemy. It is not 
worth while to say any more. We understand each 
other, I hope?' 

She was determined to have a reply— and she got it, 
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' Not quite yet,' I said. ' I have been hitherto, as 
becomes a gentleman, always mindful of a woman's claims 
to forbearance. You will do well not to tempt me into 
forgetting that you are a woman, by prolonging your 
visit. Now, Miss Helena Gracedieu, we understand each 
other.' 

She made me a low curtsey, and answered in her finest 
tone of irony : ' I only desire to wish you a pleasant 
journey home.' 

I rang for the waiter. ' Show this lady out,' I said. 

Even this failed to have the slightest effect on her. 
She sauntered to the door, as perfectly at her ease as if 
the room had been hers — not mine. 

I had thought of driving to the farm. Shall I confess 
it ? My temper was so completely upset that active 
movement of some kind offered the one means of relief in 
which I could find refuge. The farm was not more than 
five miles distant, and I had been a good walker all my 
life. After making the needful inquiries, I set forth to 
visit Eunice on foot. 

My way through the town led me past the Minister's 
house. I had left the door some fifty yards behind me, 
when I saw two ladies approaching. They were walking, 
in the friendliest manner, arm in arm. As they came 
nearer, I discovered Miss Jillgall. Her companion was 
the middle-aged lady who had declined to give her name, 
when we met accidentally at Mr. Gracedieu's door. 

Hysterically impulsive, Miss Jillgall seized both my 
hands, and overwhelmed me with entreaties that I would 
go back with her to the house. I listened rather absently. 
The middle-aged lady happened to be nearer to me now 
than on either of the former occasions on which I had 
seen her. There was something in the expression of her 
eyes which seemed to be familiar to me. But the effort 
of my memory was not helped by what I observed in the 
other parts of her face. The iron-gray hair, the baggy 
lower eyelids, the fat cheeks, the coarse complexion, and 
the double chin, were features, and very disagreeable 
features too, which I had never seen at any former time.' 

' Do pray come back with us,' Miss Jillgall pleaded. 

' "We were just talking of you. I and my friend ' 

There she stopped, evidently on the point of blurting out 
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the name which she had been forbidden to utter in my 
hearing. 

The lady smiled ; her provokingly familiar eyes rested 
on me with a humorous enjoyment of the scene. 

' My dear,' she said to Miss Jillgall, ' caution ceases to 
be a virtue when it ceases to be of any use. The 
Governor is beginning to remember me, and the inevit- 
able recognition — with his quickness of perception — is 
likely to be a matter of minutes now.' She turned to me. 
' In more ways than one, sir, women are hardly used by 
Nature. As they advance in years they lose more in 
personal appearance than the men do. You are white- 
haired, and (pray excuse me) you are too fat ; and (allow 
me to take another liberty) you stoop at the shoulders— 
but you have not entirely lost your good looks. I am no 
longer recognisable. Allow me to prompt you, as they 
say on the stage. I am Mrs. Tenbruggen.' 

As a man of the world, I ought to have been capable of 
concealing my astonishment and dismay. She struck me 
dumb. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen in the town ! The one woman whose 
appearance Mr. Gracedieu had dreaded, and justly 
dreaded, stood before me — free, as a friend of his kins- 
woman, to enter his house, at the very time when he was 
a helpless man, guarded by watchers at his bedside. My 
first clear idea was to get away from both the women, 
and consider what was to be done next. I bowed — and 
begged to be excused— and said I was in a hurry, all in a 
breath. 

Hearing this, the best of genial old maids was unable 
to restrain her curiosity. ' Where are you going ?' she 
asked. 

Too confused to think of an excuse, I said I was going 
to the farm. 

' To see my dear Euneece ?' Miss Jillgall burst out. 
' Oh, we will go with you !' Mrs. Tenbruggen' s politeness 
added immediately, ' With the greatest pleasure.' 
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CHAPTEB XLVII. 

THE J0UKNEY TO THE EAEJI. 

My first ungrateful impulse was to get rid of the two 
cumbersome ladies who had offered to be my companions. 
It was needless to call upon my invention for an excuse ; 
the truth, as I gladly perceived, would serve my purpose. 
I had only to tell them that I had arranged to walk to 
the farm. 

Lean, wiry, and impetuous, Miss Jillgall received my 
excuse with the sincerest approval of it, as a new idea. 
' Nothing could be more agreeable to me,' she declared ; 
' I have been a wonderful walker all my life.' She turned 
to her friend. ' We will go with him, my dear, won't we?' 

Mrs. Tenbruggen's reception of this proposal inspired 
me with hope ; she asked how far it was to the farm. 
' Five miles !' she repeated. ' And five miles back again, 
unless the farmer lends us a cart. My dear Selina, you 
might as well ask me to walk to the North Pole. You 
have got rid of one of us, Mr. Governor,' she added 
pleasantly ; ' and the other, if you only walk fast enough, 
you will ]eave behind you on the road. If I believed in 
luck — -which I don't — I should call you a fortunate man.' 

But companionable Selina would not hear of a separa- 
tion. She asked, in her most irresistible manner, if I 
objected to driving instead of walking. Her heart's 
dearest wish, she said, was to make her bosom friend and 
myself better acquainted with each other. To conclude, 
she reminded me that there was a cab-stand in the next 
street. 

Perhaps I might have been influenced by my dis'rust 
of Mrs. Tenbruggen, or perhaps by my anxiety to protect 
Eunice. It struck me that I might warn the defenceless 
girl to be on her guard with Mrs. Tenbruggen to better 
purpose, if Eunice was in a position to recognise her in 
any future emergency that might occur. To my mind, 
this dangerous woman was doubly formidable — and for a 
good reason : she was the bosom friend of that innocent 
aiad unwary person, Miss Jillgall. 

So I amiably consented to forego my walk, yielding to 
the superior attraction of Mrs, Tenbruggen's company. 
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On that day the sunshine was tempered by a delightful 
breeze. If we had been in the biggest and worst- 
governed city on the civilized earth, we should have 
found no public vehicle, open to the air, which could 
offer accommodation to three people. Being only in a 
country town, we had a light four-wheeled chaise at our 
disposal, as a matter of course. 

No wise man expects to be mercifully treated, when he 
is shut into a carriage with a mature single lady, inflamed 
by curiosity. I was not unprepared for Miss Jillgall 
when she alluded, for the second time, to the sad events 
which had happened in the house on the previous day — 
and especially to the destruction by Mr. Gracedieu of the 
portrait of his wife. 

' Why didn't he destroy something else ?' she pleaded 
piteously. ' It is such a disappointment to Me. I never 
liked that picture myself. Of course I ought to have 
admired the portrait of the wife of my benefactor. But 
no — that disagreeable painted face was too much for me. 
I should have felt inexpressibly relieved, if I could have 
shown it to Elizabeth, and heard her say that she agreed 
with me.' 

' Perhaps I saw it when I called on you,' Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen suggested. ' Where did the picture hang ?' 

' My dear ! I received you in the dining-room, and 
the portrait hung in Mr. Gracedieu' s study.' 

What they said to each other next, escaped my atten- 
tion. Quite unconsciously, Miss Jillgall had revealed to 
me a danger which neither the Minister nor I had dis- 
covered, though it had conspicuously threatened us both 
on the wall of the study. The act of mad destruction 
which, if I had possessed the means of safely interfering, 
I should certainly have endeavoured to prevent, now 
assumed a new and startling aspect. If Mrs. Tenbruggen 
really had some motive of her own for endeavouring to 
identify. the adopted child, the preservation of the picture 
must have led her straight to the end in view. The 
most casual opportunity of comparing Helena with the 
portrait of Mrs. Gracedieu would have revealed the like- 
ness between mother and daughter — and, that result 
attained, the identification of Eunice with the infant 
whom the ' Miss Chance ' of those days had brought to 
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the prison must inevitably have followed. It was perhaps 
natural that Mr. Gracedieu's infatuated devotion to the 
memory of his wife, should have blinded him to the be- 
trayal of Helena's parentage, which met his eyes every 
time he entered his study. But that I should have been 
too stupid to discover what he had failed to see, was a 
wound dealt to my self-esteem which I was vain enough 
to feel acutely. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen's voice, cheery and humorous, broke 
in on my reflections, with an odd question : 

' Mr. Governor, do you ever condescend to read novels?' 

' It's not easy to say, Mrs. Tenbruggen, how grateful I 
am to the writers of novels.' 

' Ah ! I read novels, too. But I blush to confess — do 
I blush ? — that I never thought of feeling grateful till 
you mentioned it. Selina and I don't complain of your 
preferring your own reflections to our company. On the 
contrary, you have reminded us agreeably of the heroes 
of fiction, when the author describes them as being 
"absorbed in thought." For some minutes, Mr. Governor, 
you have been a hero ; absorbed, as I venture to guess, 
in unpleasant remembrances of the time when I was a 
single lady. You have not forgotten how badly I be- 
haved, and what shocking things I said, in those bygone 
days. Am I right?' 

' You are entirely wrong.' 

It is possible that I may have spoken a little too 
sharply. Anyway, faithful Selina interceded for her 
friend. ' Oh, dear Sir, don't be hard on Elizabeth ! She 
always means well.' Mrs. Tenbruggen, as facetious as 
ever, made a grateful return for a small compliment. 
She chucked Miss Jillgall under the chin, with the air of 
an amorous old gentleman expressing his approval of a 
pretty servant-girl. It was impossible to look at the two, 
in their relative situations, without laughing. But Mrs. 
Tenbruggen failed to cheat me into altering my opinion 
of her. Innocent Miss Jillgall clapped her ugly hands, 
and said : ' Isn't she good company ?' 

Mrs. Tenbruggen s social resources were not exhausted 
yet. She suddenly shifted to the serious side of her 
character. 

' Perhaps I have improved a little,' she said, ' as I have 
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advanced in years. The sorrows of an unhappy married 
life may have had a purifying influence on my nature. 
My husband and I began badly. Mr. Tenbruggen thought 
I had money ; and I thought Mr. Tenbruggen had money. 
He was taken in by me ; and I was taken in by him. 
When he repeated the words of the marriage service (most 
impressively read by your friend the Chaplain) : " With 
all my worldly goods I thee endow" — his eloquent voice 
suggested one of the largest incomes in Europe. When 
I promised and vowed, in my turn, the delightful prospect 
of squandering my rich husband's money made quite a 
new woman of me. I declare solemnly, when I said I 
would love, honour, and obey Mr. T., I looked as if I 
really meant it. Wherever he is now, poor dear, he is 
cheating somebody. Such a handsome gentlemanlike 
man, Seiina ! And, oh, Mr. Governor, such a blackguard !' 

Having described her husband in those terms, she got 
tired of the subject. We were now favoured with another 
view of this many-sided woman. She appeared in her 
professional character. 

' Ah, what a delicious breeze is blowing, out here in the 
country !' she said. ' Will you excuse me if I take off 
my gloves? I want to air my hands.' She held up her 
hands to the breeze ; firm, muscular, deadly white hands. 
' In my professional occupation,' she explained, ' I am 
always rubbing, tickling, squeezing, tapping, kneading, 
rolling, striking the muscles of patients. Seiina, do you 
know the movements of your own joints ? Flexion, 
extension, abduction, adduction, rotation, circumduction, 
pronation, supination, and the lateral movements. Be 
proud of those accomplishments, my dear, but beware of 
attempting to become a Masseuse. There are drawbacks 
to that vocation — and I am conscious of one of them at 
this moment.' She lifted her hands to her nose. ' Pah! 
my hands smell of other people's flesh. The delicious 
country air will blow it away — the luxury of purification !' 
Her fingers twisted and quivered, and got crooked at one 
moment and straight again at another, and showed them- 
selves in succession singly, and flew into each other 
fiercely interlaced, and then spread out again like tho 
sticks of a fan, until it really made me giddy to look at 
them. As for Miss Jillgall, she lifted her poor little sunken 
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eyes rapturously to the sky, as if she called the honest 
sunlight to witness that this was the most lovable woman 
on the face of the earth. 

But elderly female fascination offers its allurements in 
vain to the rough animal, man. Suspicion of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen's motives had established itself firmly in my 
mind. Why had the popular Masseuse abandoned her 
brilliant career in London, and plunged into the obscurity 
of a country town ? An opportunity of clearing up the 
doubt thus suggested seemed to have presented itself 
now. ' Is it indiscreet to ask,' I said, ' if you are here 
in your professional capacity ?' 

Her cunning seized its advantage and put a sly question 
to me. ' Do you wish to be one of my patients yourself ?' 

' That is unfortunately impossible,' I replied ; ' I have 
arranged to return to London.'- 

' Immediately ?' 

' To-morrow at the latest.' 

Artful as she was, Mrs. Tenbruggen failed to conceal 
a momentary expression of relief which betrayed itself, 
partly in her manner, partly in her face. She had 
ascertained, to her own complete satisfaction, that my 
speedy departure was an event which might be relied on. 

' But I have not yet answered you,' she resumed. 
' To tell the truth, I am eager to try my hands on you. 
Massage, as I practise it, would lighten your weight, and 
restore your figure ; I may even say would lengthen your 
life. You will think of me, one of these days, won't you? 
In the meanwhile — -yes ! I am here in my professional 
capacity. Several interesting cases ; and one very 
remarkable person, brought to death's door by the 
doctors ; a rich man who is liberal in paying his fees. 
There is my quarrel with London, and Londoners. Some 
of their papers, medical newspapers of course, declare 
that my fees are exorbitant ; and there is a tendency 
among the patients — I mean the patients who are rolling 
in riches — to follow the lead of the newspapers. I am 
no worm to be trodden on, in that way. The London 
people shall wait for me, until they miss me — and, when 
I do go back, they will find the fees increased. My 
fingers and thumbs, Mr. Governor, are not to be insulted 
with impunity.' 
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Miss Jillgall nodded her head at me. It was an 
eloquent nod. ' Admire my spirited friend,' was the 
interpretation I put on it. 

At the same time, my private sentiments suggested 
that Mrs. Tenbruggen's reply was too perfectly satis- 
factory, viewed as an explanation. My suspicions were 
by no means set at rest ; and I was resolved not to let 
the subject drop yet. ' Speaking of Mr. Gracedieu, and 
of the chances of his partial recovery,' I said, ' do you 
think the Minister would benefit by Massage ?' 

' I haven't a doubt of it, if you can get rid of the 
doctor.' 

' You think he would be an obstacle in the way ?' 

' There are some medical men who are honourable 
exceptions to the general rule ; and he may be one of 
them,' Mrs. Tenbruggen admitted. ' Don't be too hope- 
ful. As a doctor, he belongs to the most tyrannical 
trades-union in existence. May I make a personal 
remark ?' 

' Certainly.' 

' I find something in your manner — pray don't suppose 
that I am angry — which looks like distrust ; I mean, 
distrust of Me.' 

Miss Jillgall's ever ready kindness interfered in my 
defence : ' Oh, no, Elizabeth ! You are not often mis- 
taken ; but indeed you are wrong now Look at my 
distinguished friend. I remember my copy-book, when I 
was a small creature learning to write, in England. 
There were first lines that we copied, in big letters, and 
one of them said, " Distrust Is Mean." I know a young 
person, whose name begins with H, who is one mass of 
meanness. But' — excellent Selina paused, and pointed 
to me with a gesture of triumph — ' no meanness there !' 

Mrs. Tenbruggen waited to hear what I had to say, 
scornfully insensible to Miss Jillgall's well-meant inter- 
ruption. 

' You are not altogether mistaken,' I told her. ' I can't 
say that my mind is in a state of distrust, but I own that 
you puzzle me.' 

' How, if you please ?' 

' May I presume that you remember the occasion when 
we met at Mr. Gracedieu's house-door? You saw that I 
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failed to recognise you, and you refused to give your" 
name when the servant asked for it. A few days after- 
wards, I heard you (quite accidentally) forbid Miss 
Jillgall to mention your name in my hearing. I am at a 
loss to understand it.' 

Before she could answer me, the chaise drew up at the 
gate of the farm-house. Mrs. Tenbruggen carefully 
promised to explain what had puzzled me, at the iirst 
opportunity. ' If it escapes my memory,' she said, ' pray 
remind me of it.' 

I determined to remind her of it. Whether I could 
depend on her to tell me the truth, might be quite another 
thing. 



CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THE DECISION OF EUNICE. 

Eunice ran out to meet us, and opened the gate. She 
was instantly folded in Miss Jillgall's arms. On her 
release, she came to me, eager for news of her father's 
health. When I had communicated all that I thought it 
right to tell her of the doctor's last report, she noticed 
Mrs. Tenbruggen. The appearance of a stranger seemed 
to embarrass her. I left Miss Jillgall to introduce them 
to each other. 

' Darling Euneece, you remember Mrs. Tenbruggen's 
name, I am sure ? Elizabeth, this is my sweet girl ; I 
mentioned her in my letters to you.' 

' I hope she will be my sweet girl, when we know each 
other a little better. May I kiss you, dear ? You have 
lovely eyes ; but I am sorry to see that they don't look 
like happy eyes. You want Mamma Tenbruggen to cheer 
you. What a charming old house !' 

She put her arm round Eunice's waist, and led her to 
the house-door. Her enjoyment of the creepers that 
twined their way up the pillars of the porch was simply 
perfection, as a piece of acting. When the farmer's wife 
presented herself, Mrs. Tenbruggen was so irresistibly 
amiable, and took such nattering notice of the children, 
that the harmless British matron actually blushed with 
pleasure. ' I'm sure, ma'am, you must have children of 
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your own,' she said. Mrs. Tenbruggen cast her eyes on 
the floor, and sighed with pathetic resignation. A sweet 
little family, and all cruelly swept away by death. If 
the performance meant anything, it did most assuredly 
mean that. 

'What wonderful self-possession!' somebody whispered 
in my ear. The children in the room were healthy, well- 
behaved little creatures — but the name of the innocent 
one among them was Selina. 

Before dinner we were shown over the farm. 

The good woman of the house led the way, and Miss 
Jillgall and I accompanied her. The children ran on in 
front of us. Still keeping possession of Eunice, Mrs. 
Tenbruggen followed at some distance behind. I looked 
back, after no very long interval, and saw that a separa- 
tion had taken place. Mrs. Tenbruggen passed me, not 
looking so pleasantly as usual, joined the children, and 
walked with two of them, hand in hand, a pattern of 
maternal amiability. I dropped back a little, and gave 
Eunice an opportunity of joining me ; having purposely 
left her to form her own opinion, without any adverse 
influence exercised on my part. 

' Is that lady a friend of yours ?' she asked. 

' No; only an acquaintance. What do you think of her?' 

' I thought I should like her at first ; she was so kind, 
and seemed to take such an interest in me. But she said 
such strange things — asked if I was reckoned like my 
mother, and which of us was the eldest, my sister or my- 
self, and whether we were my father's only two children, 
and if one of us was more his favourite than the other. 
What I could tell her, I did tell. But when I said I 
didn't know which of us was the oldest, she gave me an 
impudent tap on the cheek, and said, " I don't believe 
you, child," and left me. How can Selina be so fond of 
her ? Don't mention it to anyone else ; I hope I shall 
never see her again.' 

' I will keep your secret, Eunice ; and you must keep 
mine. I entirely agree with you.' 

' You agree with me in disliking her ?' 

'llean.iy.' 

Wo could say no more at that time. Our friends in 
advance were wai~n b r lor us, We joined them at once. 
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If I had felt any doubt of the purpose which had really 
induced Mrs. Tenbruggen to leave London, all further un- 
certainty on my part was at an end. She had some vile 
interest of her own to serve by identifying Mr. Gracedieus 
adopted child — but what the nature of that interest might 
be, it was impossible to guess. The future, when I thought 
of it now, filled me with dismay. A more utterly helpless 
position than mine it was not easy to conceive. To warn 
the Minister, in his present critical state of health, was 
simply impossible. My relations with Helena forbade me 
even to approach her. And, as for Selina, she was little 
less than a mere tool in the hands of her well-beloved 
friend. What, in God's name, was I to do ? 

At dinner-time, we found the master of the house 
waiting to bid us welcome. 

Personally speaking, he presented a remarkable contrast 
to the typical British farmer. He was neither big nor 
burly ; he spoke English as well as I did ; and there was 
nothing in his dress which would have made him a fit 
subject for a picture of rustic life. When he spoke, he 
was able to talk on subjects unconnected with agricultural 
pursuits ; nor did I hear him grumble about the weather 
and the crops. It was pleasant to see that his wife was 
proud of him, and that he was, what all fathers ought to 
be, his children's best and dearest friend. Why do I dwell 
on these details, relating to a man whom I was not des- 
tined to see again ? Only because I had reason to feel 
grateful to him. When my spirits were depressed by 
anxiety, he made my mind easy about Eunice, as long as 
she remained in his house. 

The social arrangements, when our meal was over, fell 
of themselves into the right train. 

Miss Jillgall went upstairs, with the mother and the 
children, to see the nursery and the bedrooms. Mrs. 
Tenbruggen discovered a bond of union between the farmer 
and herself ; they were both skilled players at backgammon, 
and they sat down to try conclusions at their favourite 
game. Without any wearisome necessity for excuses or 
stratagems, Eunice took my arm and led me to the wel- 
come retirement of her own sitting-room. 

I could honestly congratulate her, when I heard that 
she was established at the farm as a member of the family. 
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"While she was governess to the children, she was safe 
from dangers that might have threatened her, if she had 
been compelled by circumstances to return to the 
Minister's house. 

The entry in her Journal, which she was anxious that 
I should read, was placed before me next. 

I followed the poor child's account of the fearful night 
that she had passed, with an interest that held me breath- 
less to the end. A terrible dream, which had impressed 
a sense of its reality on the sleeper by reaching its climax 
in somnambulism — this was the obvious explanation, no 
doubt ; and a rational mind would not hesitate to accept 
it. But a rational mind is not a universal gift, even in a 
country which prides itself on the idol-worship of Fact. 
Those good friends who are always better acquainted with 
our faults, failings, and weaknesses than we can pretend 
to be ourselves, had long since discovered that my nature 
was superstitious, and my imagination likely to mislead 
me in the presence of events which encouraged it. Well ! 
I was weak enough to recoil from the purely rational view 
of all that Eunice had suffered, and heard, and seen, on 
the fateful night recorded in her journal. Good and Evil 
walk the ways of this unintelligible world, on the same 
free conditions. If we cling, as many of us do, to the 
comforting belief that departed spirits can minister to 
earthly creatures for good— can be felt moving in us, in a 
train of thought, and seen as visible manifestations, in a 
dream — with what pretence of reason can we deny that 
the same freedom of supernatural influence which is con- 
ceded to the departed spirit, working for good, is also per- 
mitted to the departed spirit, working for evil ? If the 
grave cannot wholly part mother and child, when the 
mother's life has been good, does eternal annihilation 
separate them, when the mother's life has been wicked? 
No ! If the departed spirit can bring with it a blessing, 
the departed spirit can bring with it a curse. I dared not 
confess to Eunice that the influence of her murderess- 
mother might, as I thought possible, have been super- 
naturally present when she heard temptation whispering 
in her ear ; but I dared not deny it to myself. All that I 
could say to satisfy and sustain her, I did say. And when 
I declared — with my whole heart declared — that the noble 
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passion which had elevated her whole being, and had 
triumphed over the sorest trials that desertion could inflict, 
would still triumph to the end, I saw hope, in that brave 
and true heart, showing its bright promise for the future 
in Eunice's eyes. 

She closed and locked her Journal. By common con- 
sent we sought the relief of changing the subject. Eunice 
asked me if it was really necessary that I should return 
to London. 

I shrank from telling her that I could be of no further 
use to her father, while he regarded me with an enmity 
which I had not deserved. But I saw no reason for con- 
cealing that it was my purpose to see Philip Dunboyne. 

' You told me yesterday,' I reminded her, ' that I was to 
say you had forgiven him. Do you still wish me to do that ?' 

' Indeed I do !' 

' Have you thought of it seriously ? Are you sure of 
not having been hurried by a generous impulse into saying 
more than you mean V 

' I have been thinking of it,' she said, ' through the 
wakeful hours of last night — and many things are plain 
to me, which I was not sure of in the time when I was so 
happy. He has caused me the bitterest sorrow of my life, 
but he can't undo the good that I owe to him. He has 
made a better girl of me, in the time when his love was 
mine.. I don't forget that. Miserably as it has ended, I 
don't forget that.' 

Her voice trembled ; the tears rose in her eyes. It was 
impossible for me to conceal the distress that I felt. The 
noble creature saw it. ' No,' she said faintly; ' I am not 
going to cry. Don't look so sorry for me.' Her hand 
pressed my hand gently — she pitied me. When I saw 
how she struggled to control herself, and did control her- 
self, I declare to God I could have gone down on my 
knees before her. 

She asked to be allowed to speak of Philip again, and 
for the last time. 

' When you meet with him in London, he may perhaps 
ask if you have seen Eunice.' 

' My child ! he is sure to ask.' 

' Break it to him gently — but don't let him deceive him- 
self. In this world, he must never hope to see me again, ' 
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I tried — very gently — to remonstrate. ' At your age, 
and at his age,' I said, ' surely there is hope ?' 

' There is no hope.' She pressed her hand on her heart. 
' I know it, I feel it, here.' 

' Oh, Eunice, it's hard for me to say that !' 

' I will try to make it easier for you. Say that I have 
forgiven him— and say no more.' 



CHAPTEE XLIX. 

THE GOVERNOR ON HIS GUARD. 

After leaving Eunice, my one desire was to be alone. I 
had much to think of, and I wanted an opportunity of re- 
covering myself. On my way out of the house, in search 
of the first solitary place that I could discover, I passed 
the room in which we had dined. The door was ajar. 
Before I could get by it, Mrs. Tenbruggen stepped out and 
stopped me. 

' Will you come in here for a moment ?' she said. ' The 
farmer has been called away, and I want to speak to you.' 

Very unwillingly — but how could I have refused with- 
out giving offence ? — I entered the room. 

' When you noticed my keeping my name from you,' 
Mrs. Tenbruggen began, ' while Selina was with us, you 
placed me in an awkward position. Our little friend is 
an excellent creature, but her tongue runs away with her 
sometimes ; I am obliged to be careful of taking her too 
readily into my confidence. For instance, I have never 
told her what my name was before I married. Won't 
you sit down?' 

I had purposely remained standing as a hint to her not 
to prolong the interview. The hint was thrown away ; I 
took a chair. 

' Selina's letters had informed me,' she resumed, ' that 
Mr. Gracedieu was a nervous invalid. When I came to 
England, I had hoped to try what Massage might do to 
relieve him. The cure of their popular preacher might 
have advertised me through the whole of the Congrega- 
tional sect. It was essential to my success that I should 
present myself as a stranger. I could trust time and 
change, and my married name (certainly not known to 

16—2 
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Mr. Gracedieu) to keep up ray incognito. He would 
have refused to see me if he had known that I was once 
Miss Chance.' 

I began to be interested. 

Here was an opportunity, perhaps, of discovering what 
the Minister had failed to remember when he had been 
speaking of this woman, and when I had asked if he had 
ever offended her. I was especially careful in making 
my inquiries. 

' I remember how you spoke to Mr. Gracedieu,' I said, 
' when you and he met, long ago, in my rooms. But 
surely you don't think him capable of vindictively re- 
membering some thoughtless words, which escaped you 
sixteen or seventeen years since ?' 

' I am not quite such a fool as that, Mr. Governor. 
What I was thinking of was an unpleasant correspond- 
ence between the Minister and myself. Before I was so 
unfortunate as to meet with Mr. Tenbruggen, I obtained 
a chance of employment in a public Institution, on con- 
dition that I included a clergyman among my references. 
Knowing nobody else whom I could apply to, I rashly 
wrote to Mr. Gracedieu, and received one of those cold 
and cruel refusals which only the strictest religious 
principle can produce. I was mortally offended at the 
time ; and if your friend the Minister had been within 

my reach ' She paused, and finished the sentence by 

a significant gesture. 

' Well,' I said, ' he is within your reach now.' 

' And out of his mind,' she added. ' Besides, one's 
sense of injury doesn't last (except in novels and plays) 
through a series of years. I don't pity him — and if an 
opportunity of shaking his high position among his 
admiring congregation presented itself, I dare say I 
might make a mischievous return for his letter to me. 
In the meanwhile, we may drop the subject. I suppose 
you understand, now, why I concealed my name from you, 
and why I kept out of the house while you were in it.' 

It was plain enough, of course. If I had known her 
again, or had heard her name, I might have told the 
Minister that Mrs. Tenbruggen and Miss Chance were one 
and the same. And if I had seen her and talked with 
her in the house, my memory might have shown itself 
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Capable of improvement. Having politely presented the 
expression of my thanks, I rose to go. 

She stopped me at the door. 

' One word more,' she said, ' while Selina is out of the 
way. I need hardly tell you that I have not trusted her 
with the Minister's secret. You and I are, as I take it, 
the only people now living who know the truth about 
these two girls. And we keep our advantage.' 

' What advantage ?' I asked. 

' Don't you know ?' 

' I don't indeed.' 

' No more do I. Female folly, and a slip of the tongue ; 
I am old and ugly, but I am still a woman. About Miss 
Eunice. Somebody has told the pretty little fool never 
to trust strangers. You would have been amused, if you 
had heard that sly young person prevaricating with me. 
In one respect, her appearance strikes me. She is not 
like either the wretch who was hanged, or the poor victim 
who was murdered. Can she be the adopted child ? Or 
is it the other sister, whom I have not seen yet ? Oh, 
come ! come ! Don't try to look as if you didn't know. 
That is really too ridiculous.' 

'You alluded just now,' I answered, 'to our "advan- 
tage " in being the only persons who know the truth 
about the two girls. Well, Mrs. Tenbruggen, I keep my 
advantage.' 

' In other words,' she rejoined, ' you leave me to make 

the discovery myself. Well, my friend, I mean to do it!' 
****** 

In the evening, my hotel offered to me the refuge of 
which I stood in need. I could think, for the first time 
that day, without interruption. 

Being resolved to see Philip, I prepared myself for the 
interview by consulting my extracts once more. The 
letter, in which Mrs. Tenbruggen figures, inspired me 
with the hope of protection for Mr. Gracedieu, attainable 
through no less a person than Helena herself. 

To begin with, she would certainly share Philip's 
aversion to the Masseuse, and her dislike of Miss Jillgall 
would, just as possibly, extend to Miss Jillgall's friend. 
The hostile feeling thus set up might be trusted to keep 
watch on Mrs. Tenbruggen's proceedings, with a vigilance 
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not attainable by the coarser observation of a man. In 
the event of an improvement in the Minister's health, I 
should I;< ac of it both from the doctor and from Miss 
Jillgall, and in that case I should instantly return to my 
unhappy friend and put him on his guard. 

I started for London by the early train in the morning. 

My way home from the terminus took me past the 
hotei at winch the older Mr. Dunboyne was staying. I 
called on him. He was reported to be engaged ; that is 
to say, immersed in his books. The address on one of 
Philip's letters had informed me that he was staying at 
another hotel. Pursuing my inquiries in this direction, 
I met with a severe disappointment. Mr. Philip Dun- 
boyne had left the hotel that morning ; for what destina- 
tion neither the landlord nor the waiter could tell me. 

The next day's post brought with it the information 
which I had failed to obtain. Miss Jillgall wrote, informing 
me in her strongest language that Philip Dunboyne had 
returned to Helena. Indignant Selina added : ' Helena 
means to make him marry her ; and I promise you she 
shall fail, if I can stop it.' 

In taking leave of Eunice, I had given her my address ; 
had warned her to be careful, if she and Mrs. Tenbruggen 
happened to meet again ; and had begged her to write to 
me, or to come to me, if anything happened to alarm her 
in my absence. 

In two days more, I received a line from Eunice, 
written evidently in the greatest agitation. 

' Philip has discovered me. He has been here, and 
has insisted on seeing me. I have refused. The good 
farmer has so kindly taken my part. I can write no more.' 



CHAPTER L. 

THE SEWS FROM THE FARM. 

When I next heard from Miss Jillgall, the introductory 
part of her letter merely reminded me that Philip Dun- 
boyne was established in the town, and that Helena was 
indaily communication with him. I shall do Selina no 
injustice if my extract begins with her second page. 
' You will sympathize, I am sure ' (she writes', ' with 
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the indignation which, urged me to call on Philip, and 
tell him the way to the farmhouse. Think of Helena 
being determined to marry him, whether he wants to or 
not ! I am afraid this is bad grammar. But there are 
occasions when even a cultivated lady fails in her 
grammar, and almost envies the men their privilege of 
swearing when they are in a rage. My state of mind is 
truly indescribable. Grief mingles with anger, when I 
tell ycu that my sweet Euneece has disappointed me, for 
the first time since I had the happiness of knowing and 
admiring her. What can have been the motive of her 
refusal to receive her penitent lover ? Is it pride ? We 
are told that Satan fell through pride. Euneece satanic ? 
Impossible ! I feel inclined to go and ask her what has 
hardened her heart against a poor young man, who 
bitterly regrets his own folly. Do you think it was bad 
advice from the farmer or his wife ? In that case, I shall 
exert my influence, and take her away. You would do 
the same, wouldn't you ? 

' I am ashamed to mention the poor dear Minister in a 
postscript. The truth is, I don't very well know what I 
am about. Mr. Gracedieu is quiet, sleeps better than he 
did, eats with a keener appetite, gives no trouble. But, 
alas, that glorious intellect is in a state of eclipse ! Do 
not suppose, because I write figuratively, that I am not 
sorry for him. He understands nothing ; he remembers 
nothing ; he has my prayers. 

' You might come to us again, if you would only be so 
kind. It would make no difference now ; the poor man 
is so sadly altered. I must add, most reluctantly, that 
the doctor recommends your staying at home. Between 
ourselves, he is little better than a coward. Eancy his 
saying ; " No ; we must not run that risk yet." I am 
barely civil to him, and no more. 

' In any other affair (excuse me for troubling you with 
a second postscript), my sympathy with Euneece would 
have penetrated her motives ; I should have felt with her 
feelings. But I have never been in love ; no gentleman 
gave me the opportunity when I was young. Now I am 
middle-aged, neglect has done its dreary work — my heart 
is an extinct crater. Figurative again ! I had better put 
my pen away, and say farewell for the present.' 
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Miss Jillgall may now give place to Eunice. The same 
day's post brought me both letters. 

I should be unworthy indeed of the trust which this 
affectionate girl has placed in me, if I failed to receive 
her explanation of her conduct towards Philip Dunboyne, 
as a sacred secret confided to my fatherly regard. In 
those later portions of her letter, which are not addressed 
to me confidentially, Eunice writes as follows : 

' I get news — and what heartbreaking news ! — of my 
father, by sending a messenger to Selina. It is more 
than ever impossible that I can put myself in the way of 
seeing Helena again. She has written to me about Philip, 
in a tone so shockingly insolent and cruel, that I have 
destroyed her letter. Philip's visit to the farm, discovered 
I don't know how, seems to have infuriated her. She 
accuses me of doing all that she might herself have done 
in my place, and threatens me — No ! I am afraid of the 
wicked whisperings of that second self of mine if I think 
of it. They were near to tempting me when I read 
Helena's letter. But I thought of what you said, after I 
had shown you my journal ; and your words took my 
memory back to the days when I was happy with Philip. 
The trial and the terror passed away. 

' Consolation has come to me from the best of good 
women. Mrs. Staveley writes as lovingly as my mother 
might have written, if death had spared her. I have 
replied with all the gratitude that I really feel, but with- 
out taking advantage of the services which she offers. 
Mrs. Staveley has it in her mind, as you had it in your 
mind, to bring Philip back to me. Does she forget, do 
you forget, that Helena claims him ? But you both mean 
kindly, and I love you both for the interest that you feel 
in me. 

' The farmer's wife— dear good soul ! — hardly under- 
stands me so well as her husband does. She confesses 
to pitying Philip. "He is so wretched," she says. 
" And, dear heart, how handsome, and what nice win- 
ning manners ! I don't think I should have had your 
courage, in your place. To tell the truth, I should have 
jumped for joy when I saw him at the door; and I should 
have run down to let him in — and perhaps been sorry for 
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it afterwards. If you really wish to forget him, my dear, 
I will do all I can to help you.' 

' These are trifling things to mention, but I am afraid 
you may think I am unhappy — and I want to prevent that. 

' I have so much to be thankful for, and the children 
are so fond of me. Whether I teach them as well as I 
might have done, if I had been a more learned girl, may 
perhaps be doubtful. They do more for their governess, 
I am afraid, than their governess does for them. When 
they come into my room in the morning, and rouse me 
with their kisses, the hour of waking, which used to be 
so hard to endure after Philip left me, is now the happiest 
hour of my day.' 

With that reassuring view of her life as a governess, 
the poor child's letter comes to an end. 



CHAPTEE LI. 

THE TRIUMPH OF MRS. TENBRUGGEN. 

Miss Jillgall appears again, after an interval, on the 
field of my extracts. My pleasant friend deserves this 
time a serious reception. She informs me that Mrs. 
Tenbruggen has begun the inquiries which I have the 
best reason to dread — for I alone know the end which 
they are designed to reach. 

The arrival of this news affected me in two different 
ways. 

It was discouraging to find that circumstances had not 
justified my reliance on Helena's enmity as a counter- 
influence to Mrs. Tenbruggen. On the other hand, it 
was a relief to be assured that my return to London 
would serve, rather than compromise, the interests which 
it was my chief anxiety to defend. I had foreseen that 
Mrs. Tenbruggen would wait to set her enterprise on 
foot, until I was out of her way ; and I had calculated 
on my absence as an event which would at least put an 
end to suspense by encouraging her to begin. 

The first sentences in Miss Jillgall's letter explain the 
nature of her interest in the proceedings of her friend, and 
are, on that account, worth reading. 

' Things are sadly changed for the worse ' (Selina 
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writes) ; ' but I don't forget that Philip was once engaged 
to Euneece, and that Mr. Gracedieu's extraordinary 
conduct towards him puzzled us all. The mode of dis- 
covery which dear Elizabeth suggested by letter, at that 
time, appears to be the mode which she is following now. 
When I asked why, she said : " Philip may return to 
Euneece ; the Minister may recover — and will be all the 
more likely to do so if he tries Massage. In that case, he 
will probably repeat the conduct which surprised you ; 
and your natural curiosity will ask me again to find out 
what it means. Am I your friend, Selina, or am I not?" 
This was so delightfully kind, and so irresistibly conclu- 
sive, that I kissed her in a transport of gratitude. With 
what breathless interest I have watched her progress 
towards penetrating the mystery of the girls' ages, it is 
quite needless to tell you.' 

****** 

Mrs. Tenbruggen s method of keeping Miss Jillgall in 
ignorance of what she was really about, and Miss Jillgall's 
admirable confidence in'the integrity of Mrs. Tenbruggen, 
being now set forth on the best authority, an exact pre- 
sentation of the state of affairs will be completed if I add 
a word more, relating to the positions actually occupied 
towards Mrs. Tenbruggen s enterprise, by my correspon- 
dent and myself. 

On her side, Miss Jillgall was entirely ignorant that 

one of the two girls was not Mr. Gracedieu's daughter, 

but his adopted child. On my side, I was entirely 

ignorant of Mrs. Tenbruggen's purpose in endeavouring 

to identify the daughter of the murderess. Speaking of 

myself, individually, let me add that I only waited the 

event to protect the helpless ones — my poor demented 

friend, and the orphan whom his mercy received into his 

heart and his home. 

Miss Jillgall goes on with her curious story, as follows : 
****** 

' Always desirous of making myself useful, I thought I 
would give my dear Elizabeth a hint which might save 
time and trouble. " Why not begin," I suggested, " by 
asking the Governor to help you?" That wonderful 
woman never forgets anything. She had already applied 
to you, without success. 
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' In my next attempt to be useful I did violence to my 
most cherished convictions, by presenting the wretch 
Helena to the admirable Elizabeth. That the former 
would be cold as ice, in her reception of any friend of 
mine, was nothing wonderful. Mrs. Ttnbruggen passed 
it over with the graceful composure, of a woman of the 
world. In the course of conversation with Helena, she 
slipped in a question : " Might I ask if you are older than 
your sister?" The answer was, of course: "I don't 
know." And here, for once, the most deceitful girl in 
existence spoke the truth. 

'When we were alone again, Elizabeth made a remark: 
" If personal appearance could decide the question," she 
said, " the disagreeable young woman is the oldest of the 
two. The next thing to be done is to discover if looks 
are to be trusted in this case." 

' My friend's lawyer received confidential instructions 
(not shown to me, which seems rather hard) to trace the 
two Miss Gracedieus* registers of birth. Elizabeth de- 
scribed this proceeding (not very intelligbly to my mind) 
as a means of finding out which of the girls could be 
identified by name as the elder of the two. 

' The report arrived this morning. I was only informed 
that the result, in one case, had entirely defeated the 
inquiries. In the other case, Elizabeth had helped her 
agent by referring him to a Birth, advertised in the 
customary columns of the Times newspaper. Even here, 
there was a fatal obstacle. The name of the place in 
which Mr. Gracedieu's daughter had been born was not 
added as usual. 

' I still tried to be useful. Had my friend known the 
Minister's wife ? My friend had never even seen the 
Minister's wife. And, as if by a fatality, her portrait was 
no longer in existence. I could only mention that Helena 
was like her mother. But Elizabeth seemed to attach 
very little importance to my evidence, if I may call it by 
so grand a name. " People have such strange ideas 
about likenesses," she said, " and arrive at such contra- 
dictory conclusions. One can only trust one's own eyes 
in a matter of that kind." 

' My friend next asked me about our domestic estab- 
lishment. We had only a cook and a housemaid. If 
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they were old servants who had known the girls as eh.il- 
dren, they might be made of some use. Our luck was as 
steadily against us as ever. They had both been engaged 
when Mr. Gracedieu assumed his new pastoral duties, 
after having resided with his wife at her native place. 

' I asked Elizabeth what she proposed to do next. 

' She deferred her answer, until I had first told her 
whether the visit of the doctor might be expected on that 
day. I could reply to this in the negative. Elizabeth, 
thereupon, made a startling request ; she begged me to 
introduce her to Mr. Gracedieu. 

'I said : " Surely, you have forgotten the sad state of 
his mind?" No; she knew perfectly well that he was 
imbecile. " I want to try," she explained, " if I can 
rouse him for a few minutes." 

' " By Massage ?" I inquired. 

' She burst out laughing. " Massage, my dear, doesn't 
act in that way. It is an elaborate process, pursued 
patiently for weeks together. But my hands have more 
than one accomplishment at their finger-ends. Oh, make 
your mind easy ! I shall do no harm, if I do no good. 
Take me, Selina, to the Minister." 

' We went to his room. Don't blame me for giving 
way ; I am too fond of Elizabeth to be able to disappoint 
her. 

' It was a sad sight when we went in. He was quite 
happy, playing like a child, at cup-and-ball. The atten- 
dant retired at my request. I introduced Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen. He smiled and shook hands with her. He 
said : " Are you a Christian or a Pagan? You are very 
pretty. How many times can you catch the ball in the 
cup ?" The effort to talk to her ended there. He went 
on with his game, and seemed to forget that there was 
anybody in the room. It made my heart ache to re- 
member what he was — and to see him now. 

' Elizabeth whispered : " Leave me alone with him.' 

'I don't know why I did such a rude thing — I hesitated. 

' Elizabeth asked me if I had no confidence in her. I 
was ashamed of myself ; I left them together. 

' A long half-hour passed. Feeling a little uneasy, I 
went upstairs again, and looked into the room. He was 
leaning back in his chair ; his plaything was on the floor, 
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and he was looking vacantly at the light that came in 
through the window. I found Mrs. Tenbruggen at the 
other end of the room, in the act of ringing the bell. 
Nothing in the least out of the ordinary way seemed to 
have happened. When the attendant had answered the 
bell, we left the room together. Mr. Gracedieu took no 
notice of us. 

' "Well," I said, " how has it ended ?" 

' Quite calmly, my noble Elizabeth answered : " In 
total failure." 

' "What did you say to him after you sent me away?" 

' " I tried, in every possible way, to get him to tell me 
which of his two daughters was the oldest." 

' "Did he refuse to answer?" 

'"He was only too ready to answer. Erst, he said 
Helena was the oldest — then he corrected himself, and 
declared that Eunice was the oldest — then he said they 
were twins — then he went back to Helena and Eunice. 
Now one was the oldest, and now the other. He rang 
the changes on those two names, I can't tell you how 
often, and seemed to think it a better game than cup-and- 
ball." 

' "What is to be done?" 

' " Nothing is to be done, Selina." 

' " What !" I cried, " you give it up ?" 

'My heroic friend answered: "I know when I am 
beaten, my dear — I give it up." She looked at her watch ; 
it was time to operate on the muscles of one of her 
patients. Away she went, on her glorious mission of 
Massage, without a murmur of regret. What strength 
of mind ! But, oh, clear, what a disappointment for poor 
little me ! On one thing I am determined. If I find 
myself getting puzzled or frightened, I shall instantly 
write to you.' 

With that expression of confidence in me, Selina's 
narrative came to an end. I wish I could have believed, 
as she did, that the object of her admiration had been 
telling her the truth. 

A few days later, Mrs. Tenbruggen honoured me with 
a visit at my house in the neighbourhood of London. 
Thanks to this circumstance, I am able to add a post- 
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script, which will complete the revelations in Miss Jill- 
gall's letter. 

The illustrious Masseuse, having much to conceal from 
her faithful Selina, was well aware that she had only one 
thing to keep hidden from me — namely : the advantage 
which she would have gained, if her inquiries had met 
with success. 

' I thought I might have got at what I wanted,' she 
told me, ' by mesmerising our reverend friend. He is as 
weak as a woman ; I threw him into hysterics, and had 
to give it up, and quiet him, or he would have alarmed 
the house. You look as if you don't believe in mesmerism.' 

' My looks, Mrs. Tenbruggen, exactly express my 
opinion. Mesmerism is humbug.' 

' You amusing old Tory ! Shall I throw you into a 
state of trance ? No ! I'll give you a shock of another 
kind — a shock of surprise. I know as much as you do 
about Mr. Gracedieu's daughters. What do you think of 
that ?' 

' I think I should like to hear you tell me, which is the 
adopted child.' 

' Helena, to be sure !' 

Her manner was defiant, her tone was positive; I 
doubted both. Under the surface of her assumed confi- 
dence, I saw something which told me that she was 
trying to read my thoughts in my face. Many other 
women had tried to do that. They succeeded when I 
was young. When I had reached the wrong side of fifty, 
my face had learned discretion, and they failed. 

' How did you arrive at your discovery ?' I asked. ' I 
know of nobody who could have helped you.' 

' I helped myself, sir ! I reasoned it out. A wonder- 
ful thing for a woman to do, isn't it? I wonder whether 
you could follow the process ?' 

My reply to this was made by a bow. I was sure of 
my command over my face ; but perfect control of the 
voice is a rare power. Here and there, a great actor or 
a great criminal possesses it. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen's vanity took me into her confidence. 
' In the first place,' she said, ' Helena is plainly the 
wicked one of the two. I was not prejudiced by what 
Selina had told me of her; I saw it, and felt it, 
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before I had been five minutes in her company. If 
lying tongues ever provoke her as lying tongues pro- 
voked her mother, she will follow her mother s example. 
Very well. Now — in the second place — though it 
is very slight, there is a certain something in her hair 
and her complexion which reminds me of the mur- 
deress : there is no other resemblance, I admit. In 
the third place, the girls' names point to the same con- 
clusion. Mr. Gracedieu is a Protestant and a Dissenter, 
Would he call a child of his own by the name of a Eoman 
Catholic saint ? No ! he would prefer a name in the 
Bible ; Eunice is his child. And Helena was once the 
baby whom I carried into the prison. Do you deny that ?' 

' I don't deny it.' 

Only four words ! But they were deceitfully spoken, 
and the deceit — practised in Eunice's interest, it is need- 
to say — succeeded. Mrs. Tenbruggen's object in visiting 
me was attained ; I had confirmed her belief in the 
delusion that Helena was the adopted child. 

She got up to take her leave. I asked if she proposed 
remaining in London. No ; she was returning to her 
country patients that night. 

As I attended her to the house door, she turned to me 
with her mischievous smile. ' I have taken some trouble 
in finding the clue to the Minister's mystery,' she said. 
' Don't you wonder why ?' 

' If I did wonder,' I answered, ' would you tell me why?' 

She laughed at the bare idea of it. ' Another lesson,' 
she said, ' to assist a helpless man in studying the weaker 
sex. I have already shown you that a woman can reason. 
Learn next that a woman can keep a secret. Good-bye. 
God bless you !' 

Of the events which followed Mrs. Tenbruggen's visit 
it is not possible for me, I am thankful to say, to speak 
from personal experience. Ought I to conclude with an 
expression of repentence for the act of deception to which 
I have already pleaded guilty ? I don't know. Yes ! the 
force of circumstances does really compel me to say it, 
and say it seriously — I declare, on my word of honour, I 
don't know. 
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HELENA'S DIARY RESUMED. 
CHAPTEE LII. 

HELENA'S DIARY RESUMED. 

While my father remains in his present helpless con- 
dition, somebody must assume a position of command in 
this house. There cannot be a moment's doubt that I am 
the person to do it. 

In my agitated state of mind, sometimes doubtful of 
Philip, sometimes hopeful of him, I find Mrs. Tenbruggen 
simply unendurable. A female doctor is, under any cir- 
cumstances, a creature whom I detest. She is, at her 
very best, a bad imitation of a man. The Medical 
Rubber is worse than this ; she is a bad imitation of a 
mountebank. Her grinning good-humour, adopted no 
doubt to please the fools who are her patients, and her 
impudent enjoyment of hearing herself talk, make ma 
regret for the first time in my life that I am a young lady. 
If I belonged to the lowest order of the population, I 
might take the first stick I could find, and enjoy the 
luxury of giving Mrs. Tenbruggen a good beating. 

She literally haunts the house, encouraged, of course, 
by her wretched little dupe, Miss Jillgall. Only this 
morning, I tried what a broad hint would do towards 
suggesting that her visits had better come to an end. 

' Really, Mrs. Tenbruggen,' I said, 'I must request 
Miss Jillgall to moderate her selfish enjoyment of your 
compa,ny, for your own sake. Your time is too valuable, 
in a professional sense, to be wasted on an idle woman 
who has no sympathy with your patients, waiting for 
relief perhaps, and waiting in vain.' 

She listened to this, all smiles and good-humour : ' My 
dear, do you know how I might answer you, if I was an 
ill-natured woman ?' 

' I have no curiosity to hear it, Mrs. Tenbruggen.' 

' I might ask you,' sha persisted, ' to allow me to mind 
my own business. But I am incapable of making an un- 
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grateful return for the interest which you take in my 
medical welfare. Let me venture to ask if you understand 
the value of time.' 

' Are you going to say much more, Mrs. Tenbruggen ?' 

' I am going to make a sensible remark, my child. If 
you feel tired, permit me — here is a chair. Father Time, 
dear Miss Gracedieu, has always been a good friend of 
mine, because I know how to make the best use of him. 
The author of the famous saying Tenipus fug it (you 
understand Latin, of course) was, I take leave to think, 
an idle man. The more I have to do, the readier Time is 
to wait for me. Let me impress this on your mind by 
some interesting examples. The greatest conqueror of 
the century — Napoleon — had time enough for everything. 
The greatest novelist of the century — Sir Walter Scott- 
had time enough for everything. At my humble distance, 
I imitate those illustrious men, and my patients never 
complain of me.' 

' Have you done ?' I asked. 

' Yes, dear — for the present.' 

' You are a clever woman, Mrs. Tenbruggen — and you 
know it. You have an eloquent tongue, and you know it. 
But you are something else, which you don't seem to bo 
aware of. You are a Bore.' 

She burst out laughing, with the air of a woman who 
thoroughly enjoyed a good joke. I looked back when I 
left the room, and saw the friend of Father Time in the 
easy-chair opening our newspaper. 

This is a specimen of the customary encounter of our 
wits. I place it on record in my Journal, to excuse my- 
self to myself. When she left us at last, later in the day, 
I sent a letter after her to the hotel. Not having kept a 
copy of it, let me present the substance, like a sermon, 
under three heads : I begged to be excused for speaking 
plainly ; I declared that there was a total want of sym- 
pathy between us, on my side ; and I proposed that she 
should deprive me of future opportunities of receiving her 
in this house. The reply arrived immediately in these 
terms : ' Your letter received, dear girl. I am not in the 
least angry ; partly because I am very fond of you, partly 
because I know tjiat you will ask me to come back again. 
P.S- ; Philip sends his love,' 

17 
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This last piece of insolence was unquestionably a lie. 
Philip detests her. They are both staying at the same 
hotel. But I happen to know that he won't even look at 
her, if they meet by accident on the stairs. 

People who can enjoy the melancholy spectacle of 
human nature in a state of degradation would be at a loss 
which exhibition to prefer — an ugly old maid in a rage, 
or an ugly old maid in tears. Miss Jillgall presented 
herself in both characters when she heard what had 
happened. To my mind, Mrs. Tenbruggen's bosom-friend 
is a creature not fit to be seen or heard when she loses 
her temper. I only told her to leave the room. To my 
great amusement, she shook her bony fist at me, and ex- 
pressed a frantic wish : ' Oh, if I was rich enough to leave 
this wicked house!' I wonder whether there is insanity 
(as well as poverty) in Miss Jillgall 's family ? 

Last night my mind was in a harassed state. Philip 
was, as usual, the cause of it. 

Perhaps I acted indiscreetly when I insisted on his 
leaving London, and returning to this place. But what 
else could I have done ? It was not merely my interest, 
it was an act of downright necessity, to withdraw him 
from the influence of his hateful father — whom I now 
regard as the one serious obstacle to my marriage. There 
is no prospect of being rid of Mr. Dunboyne the elder by 
his returning to Ireland. He is trying a new remedy for 
his crippled hand — electricity. I wish it was lightning, 
to kill him ! If I had given that wicked old man the 
chance, I am firmly convinced he would not have let a 
day pass without doing his best to depreciate me in his 
son's estimation. Besides, there was the risk, if I had 
allowed Philip to remain long away from me, of losing — 
no, while I keep my beauty I cannot be in such danger as 
that — let me say, of permitting time and absence to 
weaken my hold on him. However sullen and silent he 
may be, when we meet — and I find him in that condition 
far too often — I can, sooner or later, recall him to his 
brighter self. My eyes preserve their charm, my talk 
can still amuse him, and, better even than that, I feel the 
answering thrill in him, which tells me how precious my 
kisses are — not too lavishly bestowed ! But the time 
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when I am obliged to leave him to himself, is the time 
that I dread. How do I know that his thoughts are not 
wandering away to Eunice? He denies it; he declares 
that he only went to the farmhouse to express his regret 
for his own thoughtless conduct, and to offer her the 
brotherly regard due to the sister of his promised wife. 
Can I believe it ? Oh, what would I not give to be able 
to believe it ! How can I feel sure that her refusal to see 
him was not a cunning device to make him long for an- 
other interview, and plan perhaps in private to go back 
and try again. Marriage ! Nothing will quiet these 
frightful doubts of mine, nothing will reward me for all 
that I have suffered, nothing will warm my heart with 
the delightful sense of triumph over Eunice, but my 
marriage to Philip. And what does he say, when I urge 
it on him ? — yes, I have fallen as low as that, in the 
despair which sometimes possesses me. He has his 
answer, always the same, and always ready : ' How are 
we to live ? where is the money ?' The maddening part 
of it is that I cannot accuse him of raising objections that 
don't exist. We are poorer than ever here, since my 
father's illness — and Philip's allowance is barely enough 
to suffice him as a single man. Oh, how I hate the rich ! 

It was useless to think of going to bed. How could I 
hope to sleep, with my head throbbing, and my thoughts 
in this disturbed state ? I put on my comfortable dressing- 
gown, and sat down to try what reading would do to quiet 
my mind. 

I had borrowed the book from the Library, to which I 
have been a subscriber in secret for some time past. It 
was an old volume, full of what we should now call Gossip ; 
relating strange adventures, and scandalous incidents in 
family history which had been concealed from public 
notice. 

One of these last romances in real life caught a strong 
hold on my interest. 

It was a strange case of intended poisoning, which had 
never been carried out. A young married lady of rank, 
whose name was concealed under an initial letter, had 
suffered some unendurable wrong (which was not men- 
tioned) at the hands of her husband's mother. The wife 
was described as a woman of strong passions, who had 

17—2 
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determined on a terrible revenge by taking the life of her 
mother-in-law. There were difficulties in the way of her 
committing the crime without an accomplice to help her ; 
and she decided on taking her maid, an elderly woman, 
into her confidence. The poison was secretly obtained by 
this person ; and the safest manner of administering it was 
under discussion between the mistress and the maid, when 
the door of the room was suddenly opened. The husband, 
accompanied by his brother, rushed in, and charged his 
wife with plotting the murder of his mother. The young 
lady (she was only twenty-three) must have been a person 
of extraordinary courage and resolution. She saw at 
once that her maid had betrayed her, and, with astonish- 
ing presence of mind, she turned on the traitress, and said 
to her husband : ' There is the wretch who has been trying 
to persuade me to poison your mother !' As it happened, 
the old lady's temper was violent and overbearing ; and 
the maid had complained of being ill-treated by her, in 
the hearing of the other servants. The circumstances 
made it impossible to decide which of the two was really 
the guilty woman. The servant was sent away, and the 
husband and wife separated soon afterwards, under the 
excuse of incompatibility of temper. Years passed ; and 
the truth was only discovered by the death-bed confession 
of the wife. A remarkable story, which has made such 
an impression on me that I have written it in my Journal. 
I am not rich enough to buy the book. 

For the last two days, I have been confined to my room 
with a bad feverish cold — caught, as I suppose, by sitting 
at an open window reading my book till nearly three 
o'clock in the morning. I sent a note to Philip, telling 
him of my illness. On the first day, he called to inquire 
after me. On the second day, no visit, and no letter. 
Here is the third day — and no news of him as yet. I am 
better, but not fit to go out. Let me wait another hour, 
and, if that exertion of pati3nce meets with no reward, I 
shall send a note to the hotel. 

No news of Pbilip. I have sent to the hotel. 

The servant has just returned, bringing me back my 
note. The waiter informed her that Mr. Dunboyne had 
gone away to London by the morning train. No apology 
or explanation left for me. 
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Can he have deserted me ? I am in such a frenzy of 
doubt and rage that I can hardly write that horrible ques- 
tion. Is it possible — oh, I feel it is possible that he has 
gone away with Eunice. Do I know where to find them ? 
If I did know, what could I do ? I feel as if I could kill 
them both 1 

CHAPTER LIII. 

HELENA'S DIAEY RESUMED. 

After the heat of my anger had cooled, I made two dis- 
coveries. One cost me a fee to a messenger, and the other 
exposed me to the insolence of a servant. I pay willingly 
in my purse and my pride, when the gain is peace of mind. 
Through my messenger I ascertained that Eunice had 
never left the farm. Through my own inquiries, answered 
by the waiter with an impudent grin, I heard that Philip 
had left orders to have his room kept for him. What 
misery our stupid housemaid might have spared me, if 
she had thought of putting that question when I sent her 
to the hotel ! 

The rest of the day passed in vain speculations on 
Philip's motive for this sudden departure. What poor 
weak creatures we are ! I persuaded myself to hope that 
anxiety for our marriage had urged him to make an effort 
to touch the heart of his mean father. Shall I see him 
to-morrow ? And shall I have reason to be fonder of him 
than ever ? 

We met again to-day as usual. He has behaved in- 
famously. 

When I asked what had been his object in going to 
London, I was told that it was ' a matter of business.' 
He made that idiotic excuse as coolly as if he really thought 
I should believe it. I submitted in silence, rather than 
mar his return to me by the disaster of a quarrel. But 
this was an unlucky day A harder trial of my self-control 
was still to come. Without the slightest appearance of 
shame, Philip informed me that he was charged with a 
message from Mrs. Tenbruggen ! She wanted some Irish 
lace, and would I be so good as to tell her which was the 
test shop at which she could buy it ? 
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Was he really in earnest? 'You,' I said, 'who dis- 
trusted and detested her — you are on friendly terms with 
that woman ?' 

He remonstrated with me. ' My dear Helena, don't 
speak in that way of Mrs. Tenbruggen. We have both 
been mistaken about her. That good creature has for- 
given the brutal manner in which I spoke to her, when 
she was in attendance on my father. She was the first 
to propose that we should shake hands and forget it. My 
darling, don't let all the good feeling be on one side. You 
have no idea how kindly she speaks of you, and how 
anxious she is to help us to be married. Come ! come ! 
meet her half-way. Write down the name of the shop on 
my card, and I will take it back to her.' 

Sheer amazement kept me silent : I let him go on. He 
was a mere child in the hands of Mrs. Tenbruggen : she 
had only to determine to make a fool of him, and she 
could do it. 

But why did she do it ? What advantage had she to 
gain by insinuating herself in this way into his good 
opinion, evidently with the intention of urging him to 
reconcile us to each other ? How could we two poor 
young people be of the smallest use to the fashionable 
Masseuse ? 

My silence began to irritate Philip. ' I never knew 
before how obstinate you could be,' he said ; ' you seem 
to be doing your best — I can't imagine why — to lower 
yourself in my estimation.' 

I held my tongue ; I assumed my smile. It is all very 
well for men to talk about the deceitfulness of women. 
What chance (I should like to ask somebody who knows 
about it) do the men give us of making our lives with 
them endurable, except by deceit ! I gave way, of course, 
and wrote down the address of the shop. 

He was so pleased that he kissed me. Yes ! the most 
fondly affectionate kiss that he had given me, for weeks 
past, was my reward for submitting to Mrs. Tenbruggen. 
She is old enough to be his mother, and almost as ugly 
as Miss Jillgall — and she has made her interests his 
interests already 1 

On the next dav. I fully expected to receive a visit 
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from Mrs. Tenbruggen. She knew better tlian that. I 
only got a polite little note, thanking me for the address, 
and adding an artless confession : ' I earn more money 
than I know what to do with ; and I adore Irish lace.' 

The next day came, and still she was careful not to 
show herself too eager for a personal reconciliation. A 
splendid nosegay was sent to me, with another little note : 
' A tribute, dear Helena, offered by one of my grateful 
patients. Too beautiful a present for an old woman like 
me. I agree with the poet : " Sweets to the sweet." 
A charming thought of Shakspere's, is it not? I should 
like to verify the quotation. Would you mind leaving 
the volume for me in the hall, if I call to-morrow ?' 

Well done, Mrs. Tenbruggen ! She doesn't venture to 
intrude on Miss Gracedieu in the drawing-room ; she 
only wants to verify a quotation in the hall. Oh, goddess 
of Humility (if there is such a person), how becomingly you 
are dressed when your milliner is an artful old woman ! 

While this reflection was passing through my mind, 
Miss Jillgall came in— saw the nosegay on the table— and 
instantly pounced on it. ' Oh, for me ! for me !' she 
cried. ' I noticed it this morning on Elizabeth's table. 
How very kind of her !' She plunged her inquisitive nose 
into the poor flowers, and looked up sentimentally at the 
ceiling. ' The perfume of goodness,' she remarked, 
' mingled with the perfume of flowers !' ' When you have 
quite done with it,' I said, ' perhaps you will be so good 
as to return my nosegay ?' ' Your nosegay !' she 
exclaimed. ' There is Mrs. Tenbruggen's letter,' I replied, 
' if you would like to look at it.' She did look at it. All 
the bile in her body flew up into her eyes, and turned 
them green ; she looked as if she longed to scratch my 
face. I gave the flowers afterwards to Maria ; Misa 
Jillgall's nose had completely spoilt them. 

It would have been too ridiculous to have allowed Mrs. 
Tenbruggen to consult Shakspere in the hall. I had the 
honour of receiving her in my own room. We accomplished 
a touching reconciliation, and we quite forgot Shakspere. 

She troubles me ; she does indeed trouble me. 

Having set herself entirely right with Philip, she is 
determined on performing tbe same miracle with me. 
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Her reform of herself is already complete. Her vulgar 
humour was kept under strict restraint ; she was quiet 
and well-bred, and readier to listen than to talk. This 
change was not presented abruptly. She contrived to 
express her friendly interests in Philip and in me by hints 
dropped here and there, assisted in their effect by answers 
on my part, into which I was tempted so skilfully that I 
only discovered the snare set for me, on reflection. What 
is it, I ask again, that she has in view in taking all this 
trouble ? Where is her motive for encouraging a love- 
affair, which Miss Jillgall must have denounced to her as 
an abominable wrong inflicted on Eunice ? Money (even 
if there was a prospect of such a thing, in our case) 
cannot be her object ; it is quite true that her success 
sets her above pecuniary anxiety. Spiteful feeling against 
Eunice is out of the question. They have only met once ; 
and her opinion was expressed to me with evident 
sincerity : ' Your sister is a nice girl, but she is like other 
nice girls — she doesn't interest me.' There is Eunice's 
character, drawn from the life in few words. In what an 
irritating position do I find myself placed ! Never before 
have I felt so interested in trying to look into a person's 
secret mind ; and never before have I been so completely 
baffled. 

I had written as far as this, and was on the point of 
closing my Journal, when a third note arrived from Mrs. 
Tenbruggen. 

She had been thinking about me at intervals (she wrote) 
all through the rest of the day ; and, kindly as I had 
received her, she was conscious of being the object of 
doubts on my part which her visit had failed to remove. 
Might she ask leave to call on me, in the hope of improv- 
ing her position in my estimation? An appointment 
followed for the next day. 

What can she have to say to me which she has not 
already said ? Is it anything about Philip, I wonder ? 

CHAPTEE LIV. 

Helena's diaey eesumed. 

At our interview of the next day, Mrs. Tenbruggen's 
capacity for self-reform appeared under a new aspect. 
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She dropped all familiarity with me, and she stated the 
object of her visit without a superfluous word of explana- 
tion or apology. 

I thought this a remarkable effort for a woman ; and 
I recognised the merit of it by leaving the lion's share of 
the talk to my visitor. In these terms she opened her 
business with me : 

' Has Mr. Philip Dunboyne told you why he went to 
London ?' 

' He made a commonplace excuse,' I answered. 
'Business, he said, took him to London. I know no 
more.' 

' You have a fair prospect of happiness, Miss Helena, 
when you are married — your future husband is evidently 
afraid of you. I am not afraid of you ; and I shall con- 
fide to your private ear something which you have an 
interest in knowing. The business which took young 
Mr. Dunboyne to London was to consult a competent 
person, on a matter concerning himself. The competent 
person is the sagacious (not to say sly) old gentleman, 
whom we used to call the Governor. You know him, I 
believe ?' 

' Yes. But I am at a loss to imagine why Philip should 
have consulted him.' 

' Have you ever heard or read, Miss Helena, of such a 
thing as "an old man's fancy " ?' 

' I think I have.' 

' Well, the Governor has taken an old man's fancy to 
your sister. They appeared to understand each other 
perfectly when I was at the farmhouse.' 

' Excuse me, Mrs. Tenbruggen, that is what I know 
already. Why did Philip go to the Governor ?' 

She smiled. ' If anybody is acquainted with the true 
state of your sister's feelings, the Governor is the man. 
I sent Mr. Dunboyne to consult him — and there is the 
reason for it.' 

This open avowal of her motives perplexed and offended 
me. After declaring herself to be interested in my 
marriage-engagement, had she changed her mind, and 
resolved on favouring Philip's return to Eunice ? What 
right had he to consult anybody about the state of that 
girl's feelings ? My feelings form the only subject of 
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inquiry that was properly open to him. I should have 
said something which I might have afterwards regretted, 
if Mrs. Tenbruggen had allowed me the opportunity. 
Fortunately for both of us, she went on with her narrative 
of her own proceedings. 

' Philip Dunboyne is an excellent fellow,' she con- 
tinued ; ' I really like him — but he has his faults. Ha 
sadly wants strength of purpose ; and, like weak men in 
general, he only knows his own mind when a resolute 
friend takes him in hand and guides him. I am his 
resolute friend. I saw him veering about between you 
and Eunice ; and I decided for his sake — may I say for 
your sake also ? — on putting an end to that mischievous 
state of indecision. You have the claim on him ; you 
are the right wife for him — and the Governor was (as I 
thought likely from what I had myself observed) the man 
to make him see it. I am not in anybody's secrets ; it 
was pure guess-work on my part, and it has succeeded. 
There is no more doubt now about Miss Eunice's senti- 
ments. The question is settled.' 

' In my favour ?' 

' Certainly in your favour — or I should not have said a 
word about it.' 

' Was Philip's visit kindly received ? Or did the old 
wretch laugh at him ?' 

' My dear Miss Gracedieu, the old wretch is a man of 
the world, and never makes mistakes of that sort. Before 
he could open his lips, he had to satisfy himself that your 
"lover deserved to be taken into his confidence, on the 
delicate subject of Eunice's sentiments. He arrived at a 
favourable conclusion. I can repeat Philip's questions 
and the Governor's answers — after putting the young 
man through a stiff examination — just as they passed : 
" May I inquire, sir, if she has spoken to you about me?" 
" She has often spoken about you." " Did she seem to 
be angry with me ?" " She is too good and too sweet to 
be angry with you." " Do you think she will forgive 
me?" " She has forgiven you." " Did she say so her- 
self?" "Yes, of her own free will." "Why did she 
refuse to see me when I called at the farm ?" " She had 
her own reasons — good reasons." " Has she regretted 
it since?" "Certainly not." "Is it likely that she 
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would consent, if I proposed a reconciliation ?" "I put 
that question to her myself." "How did she take it, 
sir ?" " She declined to take it." " You mean that she 
declined a reconciliation ?" " Yes." " Are you sure she 
was in earnest?" "I am positively sure." That last 
answer seems, by young Dunboyne's own confession, to 
have been enough, and more than enough for him. He 
got up to go — and then an odd thing happened. After 
giving him the most unfavourable answers, the Governor 
patted him paternally on the shoulder, and encouraged 
him to hope. " Before we say good-bye, Mr. Philip, one 
word more. If I was as young as you are, I should not 
despair." There is a sudden change of front ! Who can 
explain it ?' 

The Governor's mischievous resolution to reconcile 
Philip and Eunice explained it, of course. With the 
best intentions (perhaps) Mrs. Tenbruggen had helped 
that design by bringing the two men together. ' Go on,' 
I said ; ' I am prepared to hear next that Philip has paid 
another visit to my sister, and has been received this time.' 

I must say this for Mrs. Tenbruggen ; she kept her 
temper perfectly. 

' He has not been to the farm,' she said, ' but he has 
done something nearly as foolish. He has written to 
your sister.' 

' And he has received a favourable reply, of course ?' 

She put her hand into the pocket of her dress. 

' There is your sister's reply,' she said. 

Any persons who have had a crushing burden lifted, 
unexpectedly and instantly, from off their minds, will 
know what I felt when I read the reply. In the most 
positive language, Eunice refused to correspond with 
Philip, or to speak with him. The concluding words 
proved that she was in earnest : ' You are engaged to 
Helena. Consider me as a stranger until you are married. 
After that time you will be my brother-in-law, and then 
I may pardon you for writing to me.' 

Nobody who knows Eunice would have supposed that 
she possessed those two valuable qualities — common- 
sense and proper pride. It is pleasant to feel that I can 
now send cards to my sister, when I am Mrs. Philip 
Dunboyne. 
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I returned the letter to Mrs. Tenbruggen, with, the 
sincerest expressions of regret for having doubted her. 
' I have been unworthy of your generous interest in me,' 
I said ; ' I am almost ashamed to offer you my hand.' 

She took my hand, and gave it a good, hearty shake. 

' Are we friends ?' she asked in the simplest and 
prettiest manner. 'Then let us be easy and pleasant 
again,' she went on. ' Will you call me Elizabeth ; and 
shall I call you Helena ? Very well. Now I have got 
something else to say ; another secret which must be 
kept from Philip (I call him by his name now, you see) 
for a few days more. Your happiness, my dear, must 
not depend on his miserly old father. He must have a 
little income of his own to marry on. Among the 
hundreds of unfortunate wretches whom I have relieved 
from torture of mind and body, there is a grateful minority. 
Small ! small ! but there they are. I have influence 
among powerful people ; and I am trying to make Philip 
private secretary to a member of Parliament. When I 
have succeeded, you shall tell him the good news.' 

What a vile humour I must have been in, at the time, 
not to have appreciated the delightful gaiety of this good 
creature ; I went to the other extreme now, and behaved 
like a gushing young Miss fresh from school. I kissed her. 

She burst out laughing. ' What a sacrifice !' she cried. 
' A kiss for me, which ought to have been kept for Philip ! 
By-the-bye, do you know what I should do, Helena, in 
your place ? I should take our handsome young man 
away from that hotel ! ' 

' I will do anything that you advise,' I said. 

• And you will do well, my child. In the first place, 
the hotel is too expensive for Philip's small means. In 
the second place, two of the chambermaids have 
audaciously presumed to be charming girls ; and the men, 
my dear — well ! well ! I will leave you to find that out 
for yourself. In the third place, you want to have Philip 
under your own wing ; domestic familiarity will make 
him fonder of you than ever. Keep him out of the sort 
of company that he meets with in the billiard-room and 
the smoking-room. You have got a spare bed here, I 
know, and your poor father is in no condition to use hi3 
authority. Make Philip one of the family.' 
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This last piece of advice staggered me. I mentioned 
the Proprieties. Mrs. Tenbruggen laughed at the Pro- 
prieties. 

' Make Selina of some use,' she suggested. ' While 
you have got her in the house, Propriety is rampant. 
Why condemn poor helpless Philip to cheap lodgings ? 
Time enough to cast him out to the feather-bed and the 
fleas, on the night before your marriage. Besides, I 
shall be in and out constantly — for I mean to cure your 
father. The tongue of scandal is silent in my awful 
presence ; an atmosphere of virtue surrounds Mamma 
Tenbruggen. Think of it.' 
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HELENA'S DIARY RESUMED. 

I did think of it. Philip came to us, and lived in our house. 

Let me hasten to add that the protest of Propriety was 
duly entered, on the day before my promised husband 
arrived. Standing in the doorway — nothing would induce 
her to take a chair, or even to enter the room — Miss 
Jillgall delivered her opinion on Philip's approaching 
visit. Mrs. Tenbruggen reported it in her pocket-book, 
as if she was representing a newspaper at a public meeting. 
Here it is, copied from her notes : 

• Miss Helena Gracedieu, my first impulse under the 
present disgusting circumstances, was to leave the house, 
and earn a bare crust in the cheapest garret I could find 
in the town. But my grateful heart remembers Mr. 
Gracedieu. My poor afflicted cousin was good to me 
when I was helpless. I cannot forsake him when he is 
helpless. At whatever sacrifice of my own self-respect, 
I remain under this roof, so dear to me for the Minister's 
sake. I notice, Miss, that you smile. I see my once 
dear Elizabeth, the friend who has so bitterly dis- 
appointed me ' she stopped, and put her handkerchief 

to her eyes, and went on again — ' the friend who has so 
bitterly disappointed me, taking satirical notes of what 
I say. I am not ashamed of what I say. The virtue 
which will not stretch a little, where the motive is good, 
is feeble virtue indeed. I shall stay in the house, and 
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witness horrors, and rise superior to them. Good-morn- 
ing, Miss Gracedieu. Good-morning, Elizabeth.' She 
performed a magnificent curtsey, and (as Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen's experience of the stage informed me) made a 
very creditable exit. 

A week has passed, and I have not opened my Diary. 

My days have glided away in one delicious flow of 
happiness. Philip has been delightfully devoted to me. 
His fervent courtship, far exceeding any similar attentions 
which he may once have paid to Eunice, has shown such 
variety and such steadfastness of worship, that I despair 
of describing it. My enjoyment of my new life is to be 
felt — not to be coldly considered, and reduced to an im- 
perfect statement in words. 

For the first time I feel capable, if the circumstances 
encouraged me, of acts of exalted virtue. For instance, 
I could save my country if my country was worth it. I 
could die a martyr to religion if I had a religion. In one 
word, I am exceedingly well satisfied with myself. 

The little disappointments of life pass over me harm- 
less. I do not even regret the failure of good Mrs. 
Tenbruggen's efforts to find an employment for Philip, 
worthy of his abilities and accomplishments. The 
member of Parliament to whom she had applied has 
chosen a secretary possessed of political influence. That 
is the excuse put forward in his letter to Mrs. Tenbruggen. 
Wretched corrupt creature ! If he was worth a thought 
I should pity him. He has lost Philip's services. 

Three days more have slipped by. The aspect of my 
heaven on earth is beginning to alter. 

Perhaps the author of that wonderful French novel, 
' L'Ame Damnee,' is right when he tells us that human 
happiness is misery in masquerade. It would be wrong 
to say that I am miserable. But I may be on the way 
to it ; I am anxious. 

To-day, when he did not know that I was observing 
him, I discovered a preoccupied look in Philip's eyes. 
He laughed when I asked if anything had happened to 
vex him. Was it a natural laugh? He put his arm 
round me and kissed me. Was it done mechanically ? 
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I dare say I am out of humour myself. I think I had a 
little headache. Morbid, probably. I won't think of it 
any more. 

It has occurred to me this morning that he may dislike 
being left by himself, while I am engaged in my house- 
hold affairs. If this is the case, intensely as I hate her, 
utterly as I loathe the idea of putting her in command 
over my domestic dominions, I shall ask Miss Jillgall to 
take my place as housekeeper. 

I was away to-day in the kitchen regions rather longer 
than usual. When I had done with my worries, Philip 
was not to be found. Maria, looking out of one of the 
bedroom windows instead of doing her work, had seen 
Mr. Dunboyne leave the house. It was possible that he 
had charged Miss Jillgall with a message for me. I 
asked if she was in her room. No ; she, too, had gone 
out. It was a fine day, and Philip had no doubt taken 
a stroll— but he might have waited till I could join him. 
There were some orders to be given to the butcher and 
the greengrocer. I, too, left the house, hoping to get rid 
of some little discontent, caused by thinking of what had 
happened. 

Eeturning by the way of High Street — I declare I can 
hardly believe it even now — I did positively see Miss 
Jillgall coming out of a pawnbroker's shop ! 

The direction in which she turned prevented her from 
seeing me. She was quite unaware that I had discovered 
her ; and I have said nothing about it since. But I no- 
ticed something unusual in the manner in which her 
watch-chain was hanging, and I asked her what o'clock 
it was. She said, ' You have got your own watch.' I 
told her my watch had stopped. ' So has mine,' she said. 
There is no doubt about it now ; she has pawned her 
watch. What for ? She lives here for nothing, and she 
has not had a new dress since I have known her. Why 
does she want money ? 

Philip had not returned when I got home. Another 
mysterious journey to London ? No. After an absence 
of more than two hours, he came back. 

Naturally enough, I asked what he had been about. 
He had been taking a long walk. For hi? health's sake ? 
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No : to think. To think of what ? Well, I might be 
surprised to hear it, but his idle life was beginning to weigh 
on his spirits ; he wanted employment. Had he thought 
of an employment ? Not yet. Which way had he walked? 
Anyway : he had not noticed where he went. These re- 
plies were all made in a tone that offended me. Besides, 
I observed there was no dust on his boots (after a week 
of dry weather), and his walk of two hours did not appear 
to have heated or tired him. I took an opportunity of 
consulting Mrs. Tenbruggen. 

She had anticipated that I should appeal to her opinion, 
as a woman of the world. 

I shall not set down in detail what she said. Some of 
it humiliated me ; and from some of it I recoiled. The 
expression of her opinion came to this. In the absence of 
experience, a certain fervour of temperament was essential 
to success in the art of fascinating men. Either my tem- 
perament was deficient, or my intellect overpowered it. 
It was natural that I should suppose myself to be as 
susceptible to the tender passion as the most excitable 
woman living. Delusion, my Helena, amiable delusion ! 
Had I ever observed or had any friend told me, that my 
pretty hands were cold hands ? I had beautiful eyes, ex- 
pressive of vivacity, of intelligence, of every feminine 
charm, except the one inviting charm that finds favour in 
the eyes of a man. She then entered into particulars, 
which I don't deny showed a true interest in helping me. 
I was ungrateful, sulky, self-opinionated. Dating from 
that day's talk with Mrs. Tenbruggen, my new friendship 
began to show signs of having caught a chill. 

But I did my best to follow her instructions — and failed. 

It is perhaps true that my temperament is overpowered 
by my intellect. Or it is possibly truer still that the fire 
in my heart, when it warms to love, is a fire that burns 
low. My belief is that I surprised Philip instead of charm- 
ing him. He responded to my advances, but I felt that 
it was not done in earnest, not spontaneously. Had I any 
right to complain ? Was I in earnest ? Was I spon- 
taneous ? We were making love to each other under false 
pretences. Oh, what a fool I was to ask for Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen s advice ! 

A humiliating doubt has come to me suddenly. Haa 
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his heart been inclining to Eunice again ? After such a 
letter as she has ■written to him ? Impossible ! 

Three events since yesterday, which I consider, trifling 
as they may be, intimations of something wrong. 

First, Miss Jillgall, who at one time was eager to take 
my place, has refused to relieve me of my housekeeping 
duties. Secondly, Philip has been absent again, on another 
long walk. Thirdly, when Philip returned, depressed and 
sulky, I caught Miss Jillgall looking at him with interest 
and pity visible in her skinny face. What do these 
things mean ? 

I am beginning to doubt everybody. Not one of them, 
Philip included, cares for me — but I can frighten them, 
at any rate. Yesterday evening, I dropped on the floor 
as suddenly as if I had been shot : a fit of some sort. The 
doctor honestly declared that he was at a loss to account 
for it. He would have laid me under an eternal obligation 
if he had failed to bring me back to life again. 

As it is, I am more clever than the doctor. What 
brought the fit on is well known to me. Eage — furious, 
overpowering, deadly rage — was the cause. I am now in 
the cold-blooded state, which can look back at the event 
as composedly as if it had happened to some other girl. 
Suppose that girl had let her sweetheart know how she 
loved him, as she had never let him know it before. Sup- 
pose she opened the door again the instant after she had 
left the room, eager, poor wretch, to say, once more, for 
the fiftieth time, ' My angel, I love you !' Suppose she 
found her angel standing with his back towards her, so 
that his face was reflected in the glass. And suppose she 
discovered in that face, so smiling and so sweet when his 
head had rested on her bosom only the moment before, 
the most hideous expression of disgust that features can 
betray. There could be no doubt of it ; I had made my 
poor offering of love to a man who secretly loathed me. 
I wonder that I survived my sense of my own degrada- 
tion. Well ! I am alive ; and I know him in his true 
character at last. Am I a woman who submits when an 
outrage is offered to her? What will happen next? 
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I am in a fine humour. What I have just written haa 
set me laughing at myself. Helena Gracedieu has one 
merit at least — she is a very amusing person. 

I slept last night. 

This morning, I am strong again, calm, wickedly capable 
of deceiving Mr. Philip Dunboyne, as he has deceived 
me. He has not the faintest suspicion that I have dis- 
covered him. I wish he had courage enough to kill some- 
body. How I should enjoy hiring the nearest window to 
the scaffold, and seeing him hanged ! 

Miss Jillgall is in better spirits than ever. She is going 
to take a little holiday ; and the cunning creature makes 
a mystery of it. ' Good-bye, Miss Helena. I am going 
to stay for a day or two with a friend.' What friend? 
Who cares ? 

Last night, I was wakeful. In the darkness a daring 
idea came to me. To day, I have carried out the idea. 
Something has followed which is well worth entering ia 
my Diary. 

I left the room at the usual hour for attending to my 
domestic affairs. The obstinate cook did me a service ; 
she was insolent ; she wanted to have her own way. I 
gave her her own way. In less than five minutes I was 
on the watch in the pantry, which has a view of the house 
door. My hat and my parasol were waiting for me on the 
table, in case of my going out, too. 

In a few minutes more, I heard the door opened. Mr. 
Philip Dunboyne stepped out. He was going to take 
another of his long walks. 

I followed him to the street in which the cabs stand. 
He hired the first one on the rank, an open chaise ; while 
I kept myself hidden in a shop door. 

The moment he started on his drive, I hired a closed 
cab. ' Double your fare,' I said to the driver, ' whatever 
it may be, if you follow that chaise cleverly, and do what 
I tell you.' 

He nodded and winked at me. A wicked-looking old 
fellow ; just the man I wanted. 

We followed the chaise. 
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When we had left the town behind us, the coachman 
began to drive more slowly. In my ignorance, I asked 
what this change in the pace meant. He pointed with his 
whip to the open road and to the chaise in the distance. 

' If we keep too near the gentleman, Miss, he has only 
got to look back, and he'll see we are following him. The 
safe thing to do is to let the chaise get on a bit. We 
can't lose sight of it, out here.' 

I had felt inclined to trust in the driver's experience, 
and he had already justified my confidence in him. This 
encouraged me to consult his opinion on a matter of some 
importance to my present interests. I could see the 
necesity of avoiding discovery when we had followed the 
chaise to its destination ; but I was totally at a loss to 
know how it could be done. My wily old man was ready 
with his advice the moment I asked for it. 

' Wherever the chaise stops, Miss, we must drive past 
it as if we were going somewhere else. I shall notice the 
place while we go by ; and you will please sit back in the 
corner of the cab so that the gentleman can't see you. 

' Well,' I said, ' and what next ?' 

' Next, Miss, I shall pull up, wherever it may be, out 
of sight of the driver of the chaise. He bears an 
excellent character, I don't deny it ; but I've known him 
for years — and we had better not trust him. I shall tell 
you where the gentleman stopped ; and you will go back 
to the place (on foot, of course), and see for yourself what's 
to be done, specially if there happens to be a lady in the 
case. No offence, Miss ; it's in my experience that there's 
.generally a lady in the case. Anyhow, you can judge 
for yourself, and you'll know where to find me waiting 
when you want me again.' 

' Suppose something happens,' I suggested, ' that we 
don't expect?' 

' I shan't lose my head, Miss, whatever happens.' 

' All very well, coachman ; but I have only your word 
for it.' In the irritable state of my mind, the man's 
confident way of thinking annoyed me. 
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' Begging your pardon, my young lady, you've got (if I 
may say so) what they call a guarantee. When I was a 
young man, I drove a cab in London for ten years. "Will 
that do ?' 

' I suppose you mean,' I answered, ' that you have 
learned deceit in the wicked ways of the great city.' 

He took this as a compliment. ' Thank you, Miss. 
That's it exactly.' 

After a long drive, or so it seemed to my impatience, 
we passed the chaise drawn up at a lonely house, 
separated by a front garden from the road. In two or 
three minutes more, we stopped where the road took a 
turn, and descended to lower ground. The farmhouse 
which we had left behind us was known to the driver. 
He led the way to a gate at the side of the road, and 
opened it for me. 

' In your place, Miss,' he said slily, ' the private way 
back is the way I should wish to take. Try it by the 
fields. Turn to the right when you have passed the barn, 
and you'll find yourself at the back of the house.' He 
stopped, and looked at his big silver watch. ' Half-past 
twelve,' he said, ' the Chawbacons — I mean the farmhouse 
servants, Miss — will be at their dinner. All in your 
favour, so far. If the dog happens to be loose, don't 
forget that his name's Grinder ; call him by his name, 
and pat him before he has time enough to think, and he'll 
let you be. When you want me, here you'll find me 
waiting for orders.' 

I looked back as I crossed the field. The driver was 
sitting on the gate, smoking his pipe, and the horse was 
nibbling the grass at the roadside. Two happy animals, 
without a burden on their minds ! 

After passing the barn, I saw nothing of the dog. Far 
or near, no living creature appeared ; the servants must 
have been at dinner, as the coachman had foreseen. 
Arriving at a wooden fence, I opened a gate in it, and 
found myself on a bit of waste ground. On my left, 
there was a large duck-pond. On my right, I saw the 
fowl-house and the pigstyes. Before me was a high 
impenetrable hedge ; and at some distance behind it — an 
orchard or a garden, as I supposed, filling the intermediate 
BDace — rose the back of the house. I made for the shelter 
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of the hedge, in the fear that someone might approach a 
window and see me. Once sheltered from observation, I 
might consider what I should do next. It was impossible 
to doubt that this was the house in which Eunice was 
living. Neither could I fail to conclude that Philip had 
tried to persuade her to see him, on those former occasions 
when he told me he had taken a long walk. 

As I crouched behind the hedge, I heard voices approach- 
ing on the other side of it. At last fortune had befriended 
me. The person speaking _at the moment was Miss 
Jillgall ; and the person who answered her was Philip. 

' I am afraid, dear Mr. Philip, you don't quite under- 
stand my sweet Euneece. Honourable, high-minded, 
delicate in her feelings, and, oh, so unselfish ! I don't 
want to alarm you, but when she hears you have been 
deceiving Helena ' 

' Upon my word, Miss Jillgall, you are too provoking ! 
I have not been deceiving Helena. Haven't I told you 
what discouraging answers I got, when I went to see the 
Governor? Haven't I shown you Eunice's reply to my 
letter ? You can't have forgotten it already ?' 

' Oh, yes, I have. Why should I remember it ? Don't 
I know poor Euneece was in your mind, all the time ?' 

' You're wrong again ! Eunice was not in my mind all 
the time. I was hurt— I was offended by the cruel 
manner in which she had treated me. And what was 
the consequence ? So far was I from deceiving Helena — 
she rose in my estimation by comparison with her sister.' 

' Oh, come, come, Mr. Philip ! that won't do. Helena 
rising in anybody's estimation ? Ha ! ha ! ha !' 

' Laugh as much as you like, Miss Jillgall, you won't 
laugh away the facts. Helena loved me ; Helena was 
true to me. Don't be hard on a poor fellow who is half 
distracted. What a man finds he can do on one day, he 
finds he can't do on another. Try to understand that a 
change does sometimes come over one's feelings.' 

' Bless my soul, Mr. Philip, that's just what I have 
been understanding all the time ! I know your mind. as 
well as you know it yourself. You can't forget my sweet 
Euneece.' 

' I tell you I tried to forget her ! On my word of 
honour as a gentleman, I tried to forget her, in justice to 
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Helena. Is it my fault that I failed? Eunice was in mj' 
mind, as you said just now. Oh, my friend — for you are 
my friend, I am sure — persuade her to see me, if it's only 
for a minute !' 

(Was there ever a man's mind in such a state of 
confusion as this ! First, I rise in his precious estimation, 
and Eunice drops. Then Eunice rises, and I drop. 
Idiot ! Mischievous idiot ! Even Selina seemed to be 
disgusted with him, when she spoke next.) 

' Mr. Philip, you are hard and unreasonable. I have 
tried to persuade her, and I have made my darling cry. 
Nothing you can say will induce me to distress her again. 
Go back, you very undetermined man — go back to your 
Helena.' 

'Too late.' 

' Nonsense !' 

' I say too late. If I could have married Helena when 
I first went to stay in the house, I might have faced the 
sacrifice. As it is, I can't endure her ; and (I tell you 
this in confidence) she has herself to thank for what has 
happened.' 

1 Is that really true ?' 

' Quite true." 

' Tell me what she did. 

' Oh, don't talk of her ! Persuade Eunice to see me. 
I shall come back again, and again, and again till you 
bring her to me.' 

' Please don't talk nonsense. If she changes her mind, 
I will bring her with pleasure. If she still shrinks from 
it, I regard Euneece's feelings as sacred. Take my 
advice ; don't press her. Leave her time to think of you, 
and to pity you— and that true heart maybe yours again, 
if you are worthy of it.' 

' Worthy of it ? What do you mean ?' 

' Are you quite sure, my young friend, that you won't 
go back to Helena ?' 

' Go back to her ? I would cut my throat if I thought 
myself capable of doing it !' 

' How did she set you against her ? Did the wretch 
quarrel with you ?' 

' It might have been better for both of us if she had 
done that. Qh her fulsome endearments ! What a 
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contrast to the charming modesty of Eunice ! If I was 
rich, I would make it worth the while of the first poor 
fellow I could find to rid me of Helena by marrying her. 
I don't like saying such a thing of a woman, but if you 
will have the truth ' 

1 Well, Air. Philip— and what is the truth?' 

' Helena disgusts me.' 
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ill settled between them. Philip is to throw 
me away, like one of his bad cigars, for this unanswerable 
reason : ' Helena disgusts me.' And he is to persuade 
Eunice to take my place, and be his wife. Yes ! if I let 
him do it. 

I heard no more of their talk. With that last, worst 
outrage burning in my memory, I left the place. 

On my way back to the carriage, the dog met me. 
Truly, a grand creature. I called him by his name, and 
patted him. He licked my hand. Something made me 
speak to him. I said : ' If I was to tell you to tear Mr. 
Philip Dunboyne to pieces, would you do it ?' The great 
good-natured brute held out his paw to shake hands. 
Well ! well ! I was not an object of disgust to the dog. 

But the coachman was startled, when be saw me again. 
He said something, I did not know what it was ; and he 
produced a pocket-flask, containing some spirits, I sup- 
pose. Perhaps he thought I was going to faint. He 
little knew me. I told him to drive back to the place at 
which I had hired the cab, and earn his money. He 
earned it. 

On getting home, I found Mrs. Tenbruggen walking up 
and down the dining-room, deep in thought. She was 
startled when we first confronted each other. ' You look 
dreadfully ill,' she said. 

I answered that I had been out for a little exercise, 
and had over-fatigued myself ; and then changed the 
subject. ' Does my father seem to improve under your 
treatment?' I asked. 

' Very far from it, my dear. I promised that I would 
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try what Massage would do for him, and I find myself 
compelled to give it up.' 

' Why ?' 

' It excites him dreadfully.' 

' In what way ?' 

' He has been talking wildly of events in his past life. 
His brain is in some condition which is beyond my 
powers of investigation. He pointed to a cabinet in his 
room, and said his past life was locked up there. I 
asked if I should unlock it. He shook with fear ; he 
said I should let out the ghost of his dead brother-in-law. 
Have you any idea of what he meant ?' 

The cabinet was full of old letters. I could tell her 
that — and could tell her no more. I had never heard of 
his brother-in-law. Another of his delusions, no doubt. 
' Did you ever hear him speak,' Mrs. Tenbruggen went 
on, ' of a place called Low Lanes ?' 

She waited for my reply to this last inquiry, with an 
appearance of anxiety that surprised me. I had never 
heard him speak of Low Lanes. 

' Have you any particular interest in the place?' I asked. 

' None whatever.' 

She went away to attend on a patient. I retired to 
my bedroom, and. opened my Diary. Again and again, 
I read that remarkable story of the intended poisoning, 
and of the manner in which it had ended. I sat think- 
ing over this romance in real life, till I was interrupted 
by the announcement of dinner. 

Mr. Philip Dunboyne had returned. In Miss Jillgall's 
absence we were alone at the table. My appetite was 
gone. I made a pretence of eating, and another pretence 
of being glad to see my devoted lover. I talked to him 
in the prettiest manner. As a hypocrite, he thoroughly 
matched me ; he was gallant, he was amusing. If base- 
ness like ours had been punishable by the law, a prison 
was the right place for both of us. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen came in again, after dinner, still not 
quite easy about my health. ' How flushed you are !' 
she said. ' Let me feel your pulse.' I laughed, and left 
her with Mr. Philip Dunboyne. 

Passing my father's door, I looked in, anxious to see 
if he was in the excitable state which Mrs. Tenbruggen 
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had described. Yes ; the effect which she had produced 
on him — how, she knows best — had not passed away 
yet : he was still talking. The attendant told me it had 
gone on for hours together. On my approaching his 
chair, he called out : ' Which are you ? Eunice or 
Helena !' "When I had answered him, he beckoned me 
to come nearer. ' I'm getting stronger every minute,' 
he said. ' We will go travelling to-morrow, and see the 
place where you were born.' 

Where had I been born ? He had never told me 
where. Had he mentioned the place in Mrs. Ten- 
bruggen's hearing ? I asked the attendant if he had 
been present while she was in the room. Yes ; he had 
remained at his post ; he had also heard the allusion 
to the place with the odd name. Had Mr. Gracedieu 
said anything more about that place ? Nothing more ; 
the poor Minister's mind had wandered off to other things. 
He was wandering now. Sometimes, he was addressing 
his congregation ; sometimes, he wondered what they 
would give him for supper ; sometimes, he talked of the 
flowers in the garden. And then he looked at me, and 
frowned, and said I prevented him from thinking. 

I went back to my bedroom, and opened my Diary, 
and read the story again. 

Was the poison of which that resolute young wife pro- 
posed to make use, something that acted slowly, and told 
the doctors nothing if they looked for it after death ? 

Would it be running too great a risk to show the story 
to the doctor, and try to get a little valuable information 
in that way? It would be useless. He would make 
some feeble joke ; he would say, girls and poisons are not 
fit company for each other. 

But I might discover what I want to know in another 
way. I might call on the doctor, after he has gone out 
on his afternoon round of visits, and might tell the ser- 
vant I would wait for his master's return. Nobody would 
be in my way ; I might get at the medical literature in 
the consulting-room, and find the information for myself. 

A knock at my door interrupted me in the midst of my 
plans. Mrs. Tenbruggen again ! — still in a fidgety state 
of feeling on the subject of my health. 'Which is it?' 
she said. ' Pain of body, my dear, or pain of mind ? I 
am anxious about you.' 
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' My dear Elizabeth, your sympathy is thrown away on 
me. As I have told you already, I am over-tired — nothing 
more.' 

She was relieved to hear that I had no mental troubles 
to complain of. ' Fatigue,' she remarked, ' sets itself 
right with rest. Did you take a very long walk ?' 

'Yes.' 

' Beyond the limits of the town, of course ? Philip has 
been taking a walk in the country, too. He doesn't say 
that he met you.' 

These clever people sometimes overreach themselves. 
How she suggested it to me, I cannot pretend to have 
discovered. But I did certainly suspect that she had led 
Philip, while they were together downstairs, into saying 
to her what he had already said to Miss Jillgall. I was 
so angry that I tried to pump my excellent friend, as she 
had been trying to pump me — a vulgar expression, but 
vulgar writing is such a convenient way of writing some- 
times. My first attempt to entrap the Masseuse failed 
completely. She coolly changed the subject. 

' Have I interrupted you in writing ?' she asked, point 
ing to my Diary 

' No ; I was idling over what I have written already — ■ 
an extraordinary story which I copied from a book.' 

' May I look at it ?' 

I pushed the open Diary across the table. If I was 
the object of any suspicions which she wanted to confirm, 
it would be curious to see if the poisoning story helped 
her. ' It's a piece of family history,' I said ; ' I think 
you will agree with me that it is really interesting.' 

She began to read. As she went on, not all her power 
of controlling herself could prevent her from turning pale. 
This change of colour (in such a woman) a little alarmed 
me. When a girl is devoured by deadly hatred of a man, 
does the feeling show itself to other persons in her face ? 
I must practise before the glass, and train my face into a 
trustworthy state of discipline. 

' Coarse melodrama !' Mrs. Tenbruggen declared. 
' Mere sensation. No analysis of character. A made-up 
Btory !' 

' Well made up, surely ?' I answered. 

' I don't agree with you.' Her voice was not quite so 
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steady as usual. She asked suddenly if my clock was 
right — and declared that she should be late for an appoint- 
ment. On taking leave she pressed my hand strongly — 
eyed me with distrustful attention — and said very em- 
phatically : ' Take care of yourself, Helena ; pray take 
care of yourself.' 

I am afraid I did a very foolish thing when I showed 
her the poisoning story. Has it helped the wily old 
creature to look into my inmost thoughts ? 

Impossible ! 

To day, Miss Jillgall returned, looking hideously 
healthy and spitefully cheerful. Although she tried to 
conceal it, while I was present, I could see that Philip 
had recovered his place in her favour. After what he had 
said to her behind the hedge at the farm, she would be 
relieved from all fear of my becoming his wife, and would 
joyfully anticipate his marriage to Eunice. There are 
thoughts in me which I don't set down in my book. I 
only say : We shall see. 

This afternoon, I decided on visiting the doctor. 

The servant was quite sorry for me when he answered 
the door. His master had just left the house for a round 
of visits. I said I would wait. The servant was afraid I 
should find waiting very tedious. I reminded him that I 
could go away if I found it tedious. At last, the polite 
old man left me. 

I went into the consulting-room, and read the backs of 
the medical books ranged round the walls, and found a 
volume that interested me. There was such curious in- 
formation in it that I amused myself by making extracts, 
using the first sheets of paper that I could find. They 
had printed directions at the top, which showed that the 
doctor was accustomed to write his prescriptions on them. 
We had many, too many, of his prescriptions in our 
house. 

The servant's doubts of my patience proved to have 
been well founded. I got tired of waiting, and went 
home before the doctor returned. 

From morniDg to night, nothing has been seen of Mrs. 
Tenbruggen to-day. Nor has any apology for her neglect 
of us, been received, fond as she is of writing little notes. 
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Has that story in my Diary driven her away ? Let ma 
see what to-morrow may bring forth. 

To-day has brought forth— nothing. Mrs. Tenbruggen 
still keeps away from us. It looks as if my Diary had 
something to do with the mystery of her absence. 

I am not in good spirits to-day. My nerves — if I have 
such things, which is more than I know by my own 
experience — have been a little shaken by a horrid dream. 
The medical information, which my thirst for knowledge 
absorbed in the doctor's consulting-room, turned traitor 
— armed itself with the grotesque horrors of nightmare — 
and so thoroughly frightened me that I was on the point 
of being foolish enough to destroy my notes. I thought 
better of it, and my notes are safe under lock and key. 

Mr. Philip Dunboyne is trying to pave the way for his 
flight from this house. He speaks of friends in London, 
whose interest will help him to find the employment 
which is the object of his ambition. ' In a few days 
moie,' he said, ' I shall ask for leave of absence.' 

Instead of looking at me, his eyes wandered to the 
window ; his fingers played restlessly with his watch- 
chain while he spoke. I thought I would give him a 
chance, a last chance, of making the atonement that he 
owes to me. This shows shameful weakness, on my 
part. Does my own resolution startle me? Or does the 
wretch appeal — to what ? To my pity ? It cannot be 
my love ; I am positively sure that I hate him. Well, 
I am not the first girl who has been an unanswerable 
riddle to herself. 

' Is there any other motive for your departure ?' I asked. 

' What other motive can there be ?' he replied. 

I put what I had to say to him in plainer words still. 
' Tell me, Philip, are you beginning to wish that you were 
a free man again?' 

He still prevaricated. Was this because he is afraid 
of me, or because he is not quite brute enough to insult 
me to my face ? I tried again for the third and last time. 
I almost put the words into bis mouth. 

' I fancy you have been cut of temper lately,' I said. 
' You have not been your own kinder and better self. 
Is this the right interpretation of the change that I think 
I see in you?' 
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He answered : ' I have not been very well lately.' 

' And that is all ?' 

' Yes— that is all.' 

There was no more to be said ; I turned away to leave 
the room. He followed me to the door. After a mo- 
mentary hesitation, he made the attempt to kiss me. I 
only looked at him — he drew back from me in silence. I 
left the new Judas, standing alone, while the shades of 
evening began to gather over the room. 



Cljt'rti iPu'totf (continued). 

EVENTS IN THE FAMILY, RELATED BY MISS 
JILLGALL. 

CHAPTEE LVIII. 

DANGEE. 

' If anything of importance happens, I trust to you to 
write an account of it, and to send the writing to me. 
I will come to you at once, if I see reason to believe that 
my presence is required.' Those lines, in your last kind 
reply to me, rouse my courage, dear Mr. Governor, and 
sharpen the vigilance which has always been one of the 
strong points in my character. Every suspicious circum- 
stance which occurs in this house will be (so to speak) 
seized on by my pen, and will find itself (so to speak 
again) placed on its trial, before your unerring judgment. 
Let the wicked tremble ! I mention no names. 

Taking up my narrative where it came to an end, when 
I last wrote, I have to say a word first on the subject of 
my discoveries, in regard to Philip s movements. 

The advertisement of a private inquiry office, which I 
read in a newspaper, put the thing into my head. I pro- 
vided myself with money to pay the expenses by — I blush 
while I write it — pawning my watch. This humiliation 
of my poor self has been rewarded by success. Skilled 
investigation has proved that our young man has come 
to his senses again, exactly as I supposed. On each 
occasion when he was suspiciously absent from the house, 
he has been followed to the farm. I have been staying 
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there myself for a day or two, in the hope of persuading 
Eunice to relent. The hope has not yet been realized. 
But Philip's devotion, assisted by my influence, will yet 
prevail. Let me not despair. 

Whether Helena knows positively that she has lost 
her wicked hold on Philip I cannot say. It seems hardly 
possible that she could have made the discovery just yet. 
The one thing of which I am certain is, that she looks 
like a fiend. 

Philip has wisely taken my advice, and employed pious 
fraud. He will get away from the wretch, who has 
tempted him once and may tempt him again, under 
pretence of using the interest of his friends in London to 
find a place under Government. He has not been very 
well for the last day or two, and the execution of our 
project is in consequence delayed. 

I have news of Mrs. Tenbruggen which will, I think, 
surprise you. 

She has kept away from us in a most unaccountable 
manner. I called on her at the hotel, and heard she was 
engaged with her lawyer. On the nest day, she suddenly 
returned to her old habits, and paid the customary visit. 
I observed a similar alteration in her state of feeling. 
She is now coldly civil to Helena ; and she asks after 
Eunice with a maternal interest touching to see. I said 
to her : ' Elizabeth, you appear to have changed your 
opinion of the two girls, since I saw you.' She answered, 
with a delightful candour which reminded me of old 
times: 'Completely!' I said: 'A woman of your in- 
tellectual calibre, dear, doesn't change her mind without 
a good reason for it.' Elizabeth cordially agreed with 
me. I ventured to be a little more explicit : ' You have no 
doubt made some interesting discovery.' Elizabeth agreed 
again ; and I ventured again : ' I suppose I may not ask 
what the discovery is ?' ' No, Selina, you may not ask.' 

This is curious ; but it is nothing to what I have got 
to tell you next. Just as I was longing to take her to 
my bosom again as my friend and confidant, Elizabeth 
has disappeared. And, alas ! alas ! there is a reason for 
it which no sympathetic person can dispute. 

I have just received some overwhelming news, in the 
form of a neat parcel, addressed to myself. 
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There has been a scandal at the hotel. That monster 
in human form, Elizabeth's husband, is aware of his wife's 
professional fame, has heard of the large sums of money 
which she earns as the greatest living professor of 
Massage, has been long on the look-out for her, and has 
discovered her at last. He has not only forced his way 
into her sitting-room at the hotel : he insists on her 
living with him again ; her money being the attraction, 
it is needless to say. If she refuses, he threatens her 
with the law, the barbarous law, which, to use his own 
coarse expression, will ' restore his conjugal rights.' 

All this I gather from the narrative of my unhappy 
friend, which forms one of the two enclosures in her 
parcel. She has already made her escape. Ha ! the 
man doesn't live who can circumvent Elizabeth. The 
English Court of Law isn't built which can catch her 
when she roams the free and glorious Continent. 

The vastness of this amazing woman's mind is what 
I must pause to admire. In the frightful catastrophe 
that has befallen her, she can still think of Philip and 
Euneece. She is eager to hear of their marriage, and 
renounces Helena with her whole heart. ' I too was 
deceived by that cunning young woman,' she writes. 
'Beware of her, Selina. Unless I am much mistaken, 
she is going to end badly. Take care of Philip, take care 
of Euneece. If you want help, apply at once to my 
favourite hero in real life, The Governor.' I don't pre- 
sume to correct Elizabeth's language. I should havo 
called you The Idol of the Women. 

The second enclosure contains,- as I suppose, a wedding 
present. It is carefully sealed — it feels no bigger than an 
ordinary letter — and it contains an inscription which your 
highly-cultivated intelligence may be able to explain. I 
copy it as follows : 

' To be enclosed in another envelope, addressed to Mr. 
Dunboyne the elder, at Percy's Private Hotel, London, and 
delivered by a trustworthy messenger, on the day when 
Mr. Philip Dunboyne is married to Miss Eunice Gracedieu. 
Placed meanwhile under the care of Miss Selina Jillgall.' 

Why is this mysterious letter to be sent to Philip's 
father? I wonder whether that circumstance will puzzle 
you as it has puzzled me 
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I have kept my report back, so as to send you the last 
news relating to Philip's state of health. To my great 
regret, his illness seems to have made a serious advance 
since yesterday. When I ask if he is in pain, he says : 
' It isn't exactly pain ; I feel as if I was sinking. Some- 
times I am giddy ; and sometimes I find myself feeling 
thirsty and sick.' I have no opportunity of looking after 
him as I could wish ; for. Helena insists on nursing him, 
assisted by the housemaid. Maria is a very good girl in 
her way, but too stupid to be of much use. If he is not 
better to-morrow, I shall insist on sending for the doctor. 

He is no better ; and he wishes to have medical help. 
Helena doesn't seem to understand his illness. It was 
not until Philip had insisted on seeing him that she con- 
sented to send for the doctor. 

You had some talk with this experienced physician 
when you were here, and you know what a clever man he 
is. When I tell you that he hesitates to say what is the 
matter with Philip, you will feel as much alarmed as I do. 
I will wait to send this to the post until I can write in a 
more definite way. 

Two days more have passed. The doctor has put two 
very strange questions to me. 

He asked, first, if there was anybody staying with us 
besides the regular members of the household. I said we 
had no visitor. He wanted to know, next, if Mr. Philip 
Dunboyne had made any enemies since he has been 
living in our town. I said none that I knew of — and I 
took the liberty of asking what he meant. He answered 
to this, that he has a few more inquiries to make, and 
that he will tell me what he means to-morrow. 

For God's sake come here as soon as you possibly can. 
The whole burden is thrown on me — and I am quite un- 
equal to it. 

I received the doctor to-day in the drawing-room. To 
my amazement, he begged leave to speak with me in the 
garden. When I asked why, he answered : ' I don't want 
to have a listener at the door. Come out on the lawn, 
where we can be sure that we are alone.' 
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When we Were in the garden, he noticed that I wag 
trembling. 

' Bouse your courage, Miss Jillgall,' he said. ' In the 
Minister's helpless state there is nobody whom I can 
speak to but yourself.' 

I ventured to remind him that he might speak to Helena 
as well as to myself. 

He looked as black as thunder when I mentioned her 
name. All ne said was, ' No !' But, oh, if you had heard 
his voice — and he so gentle and sweet-tempered at other 
times — you would have felt, as I did, that he had Helena 
in his mind ! 

' Now, listen to this,' he went on. ' Everything that 
my art can do for Mr. Philip Dunboyne, while I am at his 
bedside, is undone while I am away by some other person. 
He is worse to-day than I have seen him yet.' 

' Oh, sir, do you think he will die?' 

' He will certainly die unless the right means are taken 
to save him, and taken at once. It is my duty not to 
flinch from telling you the truth. I have made a dis- 
covery since yesterday which satisfies me that I am right. 
Somebody is trying to poison Mr. Dunboyne ; and some- 
body will succeed unless he is removed from this house.' 

I am a poor feeble creature. The doctor caught me, or 
I should have dropped on the grass. It was not a faint- 
ing-fit. I only shook and shivered so that I was too weak 
to stand up. Encouraged by the doctor, I recovered 
sufficiently to be able to ask him where Philip was to be 
taken to. He said : ' To the hospital. No poisoner can 
follow my patient there. Persuade him to let me take 
him away, when I call again in an hour's time.' 

As soon as I could hold a pen, I sent a telegram to you. 
Pray, pray come by the earliest train. I also telegraphed 
to old Mr. Dunboyne, at the hotel in London. 

It was impossible for me to face Helena ; I own I was 
afraid. The cook kindly went upstairs to see who was in 
Philip's room. It was the housemaid's turn to look after 
him for a while. I went instantly to his bedside. 

There was no persuading him to allow himself to be 
taken to the hospital. ' I am dying,' he said. ' If you 
have any pity for me, send for Euneece. Let me see her 

19 



2 9 o THE LEGACY OF CAIN. 

once more, let me hear her say that she forgives me, 
before I die.' 

I hesitated. It was too terrible to think of Euneece in 
the same house with ner sister. Her life might be in 
danger ! Philip gave me a look, a dreadful ghastly look. 
' If you refuse,' he said wildly, ' the grave won't hold me. 
I'll haunt you for the rest of your life.' 

' She shall hear that you are ill,' I answered — and ran 
out of the room before he could speak again. 

What I had promised to write, I did write. But, 
placed between Euneece's danger and Philip's danger, 
my heart was all for Euneece. Would Helena spare her, 
if she came to Philip's bedside ? In such terror as I 
never felt before in my life, I added a word more, 
entreating her not to leave the farm. I promised to keep 
her regularly informed on the subject of Philip's illness ; 
and I mentioned that I expected the Governor to return 
to us immediately. ' Do nothing,' I wrote, ' without his 
advice.' My letter having been completed, I sent the 
cook away with it, in a chaise. She belonged to the 
neighbourhood, and she knew the farmhouse well. 

Nearly two hours afterwards, I heard the chaise stop 
at the door, and ran out, impatient to hear how my 
sweet girl had received my letter. God help us all ! 
When I opened the door, the first person whom I saw 
was Euneece herself. 

CHAPTER LIX. 

DEFENCE. 

One surprise followed another, after I had encountered 
Euneece at the door. 

When my fondness had excused her for setting the 
well-meant advice in my letter at defiance, I was con- 
scious of expecting to see her in tears ; eager, distress- 
ingly eager, to hear what hope there might be of Philip's 
recovery. I saw no tears, I heard no inquiries. She was 
pale, and quiet, and silent. Not a word fell from her 
when we met, not a word when she kissed me, not a word 
when she led the way into the nearest room — the dining- 
room. It was only when we were shut in together that 
she spoke. 
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' "Which is Philip's room?' she asked. 

Instead of wanting to know how he was, she desired to 
know where he was ! I pointed towards the back dining- 
room, which had been made into a bedroom for Philip. 
He had chosen it himself, when he first came to stay 
with us, because the window opened into the garden, and 
he could slip out and smoke at any hour of the day or 
night, when he pleased. 

' Who is with him now ?' was the next strange thing 
this sadly-changed girl said to me. 

' Maria is taking her turn,' I answered ; ' she assists in 
nursing Philip.' 

'Where is ?' Euneece got no farther than that. 

Her breath quickened, her colour faded away. I had 
seen people look as she was looking now, when they 
suffered under some sudden pain. Before I could offer to 
help her, she rallied, and went on : ' Where,' she began 
again, ' is the other nurse ?' 

' You mean Helena ?' I said. 

' I mean the Poisoner.' 

When I remind you, dear Mr. Governor, that my letter 
had carefully concealed from her the horrible discovery 
made by the doctor, your imagination will picture my 
state of mind. She saw that I was overpowered. Her 
sweet nature, so strangely frozen up thus far, melted at 
last. ' You don't know what I have heard,' she said, 
' you don't know what thoughts have been roused in me.' 
She left her chair, and sat on my knee with the familiarity 
of the dear old times, and took the letter that I had 
written to her from her pocket. 

' Look at it yourself,' she said, ' and tell me if anybody 
could read it, and not see that you were concealing some- 
thing. My dear, I have driven round by the doctor's 
house — I have seen him — I have persuaded him, or 
perhaps I ought to say surprised him, into telling me the 
truth. But the kind old man is obstinate. He wouldn't 
believe me when I told him I was on my way here to 
save Philip's life. He said: "My child, you will only 
put your own life in jeopardy. If I had not seen that 
danger, I should never have told you of the dreadful 
state of things at home. Go back to the good people at 
the farm, and leave the saving of Philip to me."' 

1Q <* 
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' He was right, Euneece, entirely right.' 

' No, dear, he was wrong. I begged him to come here, 
and judge for himself ; and I ask you to do the same.' 

I was obstinate. ' Go back !' I persisted. ' Go back 
to the farm I' 

' Can I see Philip ?' she asked. 

I have heard some insolent men say that women are 
like cats. If they mean that we do, figuratively speak- 
ing, scratch at times, I am afraid they are not altogether 
wrong. An irresistible impulse made me say to poor 
Euneece : ' This is a change indeed, since you refused to 
receive Philip.' 

' Is there no change in the circumstances ?' she asked 
sadly. ' Isn't he ill and in danger ?' 

I begged her to forgive me ; I said I meant no harm. 

' I gave him up to my sister,' she continued, ' when I 
■believed that his happiness depended, not on me, but on 
her. I take him back to myself, when he is at the mercy 
of a demon who threatens his life. Come, Selina, let us 
go to Philip.' 

She put her arm round me, and made me get up from my 
chair. I was so easily persuaded by her, that the fear of 
what Helena's jealousy and Helena's anger might do was 
scarcely present in my thoughts. The door of communica- 
tion was locked on the side of the bedchamber. I went 
into the hall, to enter Philip's room by the other door. 
She followed, waiting behind me. I heard what passed 
between them when Maria went out to her. 

' Where is Miss Gracedieu ?' 

' Besting upstairs, Miss, in her room.' 

' Look at the clock, and tell me when you expect her to 
come down here.' 

' I am to call her, Miss, in ten minutes more.' 

' Wait in the dining-room, Maria, till I comeback to you.' 

She joined me. I held the door open for her to go 
into Philip's room. It was not out of curiosity ; the feel- 
ing that urged me was sympathy, when I waited a 
moment to see their first meeting. She bent over the 
poor, pallid, trembling, suffering man, and raised him in 
her arms, and laid his head on her bosom. ' My Philip!' 
She murmured those words in a kiss. I closed the door ; 
I had a good cry ; and, oh, how it comforted me 1 
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There was only a minute to spare when she came out 
of the room. Maria was waiting for her. Euneece said, 
as quietly as ever : ' Go and call Miss Gracedieu.' 

The girl looked at her, and saw — I don't know what. 
Maria became alarmed. But she went up the stairs, and 
returned in haste to tell us that her young mistress was 
coining down. 

The faint rustling of Helena's dress as she left her 
room reached us in the silence. I remained at the open 
door of the dining-room, and Maria approached and stood 
near me. We were both frightened. Euneece stepped 
forward, and stood on the mat at the foot of the stairs, 
waiting. Her back was towards me ; I could only see 
that she was as still as a statue. The rustling of the 
dress came nearer. Oh, Heavens ! what was going to 
happen? My teeth chattered in my head; I held by 
Maria's shoulder. Drops of perspiration showed them- 
selves on the girl's forehead ; she stared in vacant terror 
at the slim little figure, posted firm and still on the mat. 

Helena turned the corner of the stairs, and waited a 
moment on the last landing, and saw her sister. 

' You here ?' she said. ' What do you want ?' 

There was no reply. Helena descended, until she 
reached the last stair but one. There, she stopped. 
Her staring eyes grew large and wild : her hand shook 
as she stretched it out, feeling for the bannister ; she 
staggered as she caught at it, and held herself up. The 
silence was still unbroken. Something in me, stronger 
than myself, drew my steps along the hall, nearer and 
nearer to the stair, till I could see the face which had 
Btruck that murderous wretch with terror. 

I looked. 

No ! it was not my sweet girl ; it was a horrid trans- 
formation of her. I saw a fearful creature, with glittering 
eyes that threatened some unimaginable vengeance. Her 
lips were drawn back ; they showed her clenched teeth. 
A burning red flush dyed her face. The hair of her head 
rose, little by little, slowly. And, most dreadful sight of 
all, she seemed, in the stillness of the house, to be 
listening to something. If I could have moved, I should 
have fled to the first place of refuge I could find. If I 
could have raised my voice, I should have cried for help. 
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I could do neither the one nor the other. I could only 
look, look, look ; held by the horror of it with a hand of 
iron. 

Helena must have roused her courage, and resisted her 
terror. I heard her speak : 

' Let me by 1' 

' No.' 

Slowly, steadily, in a whisper, Euneece made that reply. 

Helena tried once more — still fighting against her own 
terror : I knew it by the trembling of her voice : 

' Let me by,' she repeated ; ' I am on my Way to 
Philip's room.' 

' You will never enter Philip's room again.' 

' Who will stop me ?' 

< I will.' 

She had spoken in the same steady whisper throughout 
—but now she moved. I saw her set her foot on the 
first stair. I saw the horrid glitter in her eyes flash close 
into Helena's face. I heard her say : 

' Poisoner, go back to your room.' 

Silent and shuddering, Helena shrank away from her 
— daunted by her glittering eyes ; mastered by her lifted 
hand pointing up the stairs. 

Helena slowly ascended till she reached the landing. 
She turned and looked down ; she tried to speak. The 
pointing hand struck her dumb, and drove her up the 
next flight of stairs. She was lost to view. Only the 
small rustling sound of the dress was to be heard, growing 
fainter and fainter ; then an interval of stillness ; then 
the noise of a door opened and closed again ; then no 
sound more — but a change to be seen : the transformed 
creature was crouching on her knees, still and silent, her 
face covered by her hands. I was afraid to approach 
her ; I was afraid to speak to her. After a time, she 
rose. Suddenly, swiftly, with her head turned away 
from me, she opened the door of Philip's room — and was 
gone. 

I looked round. There was only Maria in the lonely 
hall. Shall I try to tell you what my sensations were? 
It may sound strangely, but it is true — I felt like a sleeper, 
who has half awakened from a dream. 
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CHAPTEE LX. 

DISCOVERY. 

A little later, on fihat eventful day, when I was most in 
need of all that your wisdom and kindness could do to 
guide me, came the telegram which announced that you 
were helpless under an attack of gout. As soon as I had 
in some degree got over my disappointment, I remembered 
having told Euneece in my letter that I expected her 
kind old friend to come to us. With the telegram in my 
hand I knocked softly at Philip's door. 

The voice that bade me come in was the gentle voice 
that I knew so well. Philip was sleeping. There, by 
his bedside, with his hand resting in her hand, was 
Euneece, so completely restored to her own sweet self 
that I could hardly believe what I had seen, not an hour 
since. She talked of you, when I showed her your 
message, with affectionate interest and regret. Look 
back, my admirable friend, at what I have written on the 
two or three pages which precede this, and explain the 
astounding contrast if you can. 

I was left alone to watch by Philip, while Euneece 
went away to see her father. Soon afterwards, Maria 
took my place ; I had been sent for to the next room to 
receive the doctor. 

He looked care-worn and grieved. I said I was afraid 
he had brought bad news with him. 

' The worst possible news,' he answered. ' A terrible 
exposure threatens this family, and I am powerless to 
prevent it.' 

He then asked me to remember the day when I had 
been surprised by the singular questions which he had 
put to me, and when he had engaged to explain himself 
after he had made some inquiries. Why, and how, he 
had set those inquiries on foot, was what he had now to 
tell. I will repeat what he said, in his own words, as 
nearly as I can remember them. While he was in at- 
tendance on Philip, he had observed symptoms which 
made him suspect that Digitalis had been given to the 
young man, in doses often repeated. Cases of attempted 
poisoning by this medicine were so rare, that he felt 
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bound to put his suspicions to the test by going round 
among the chemists' shops — excepting of course the shop 
at which his own prescriptions were made up — and ask- 
ing if they had lately dispensed any preparation of 
Digitalis, ordered perhaps in a larger quantity than 
usual. At the second shop he visited, the chemist 
laughed. ' Why, doctor,' he said, ' have you forgotten 
your own prescription ?' After this, the prescription was 
asked for, and produced. It was on the paper used by 
the doctor — paper which had his address printed at the 
top, and a notice added, telling patients who came to 
consult him for the second time to bring their prescrip- 
tions with them. Then, there followed in writing : 
' Tincture of Digitalis, one ounce ' — with his signature at 
the end, not badly imitated, but a forgery nevertheless. 
The chemist noticed the effect which this discovery had 
produced on the doctor, and asked if that was his signa- 
ture. He could hardly, as an honest man, have asserted 
that a forgery was a signature of his own writing. So 
he made the true reply, and asked who had presented 
the prescription. The chemist called to his assistant to 
come forward. ' Did you tell me that you knew, by 
sight, the young lady who brought this prescription?' 
The assistant admitted it. ' Did you tell me she was 
Miss Helena Gracedieu ?' ' I did.' ' Are you sure of 
not having made any mistake ?' ' Quite sure.' The 
chemist then said : ' I myself supplied the Tincture of 
Digitalis, and the young lady paid for it, and took it 
away with her. You have had all the information that 
I can give you, sir ; and I may now ask, if you can throw 
any light on the matter.' Our good friend thought of the 
poor Minister, so sorely afflicted, and of the famous name 
so sincerely respected in the town and in the country 
round, and said he could not undertake to give an im- 
mediate answer. The chemist was excessively angry. 
' You know as well as I do,' he said, ' that Digitalis, given 
in certain doses, is a poison, and you cannot deny that I 
honestly believed myself to be dispensing your prescrip- 
tion. While you are hesitating to give me an answer, 
my character may suffer; I may be suspected myself.' 
He ended in declaring he should consult his lawyer. The 
doctor went home, and questioned his servant. The man 
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remembered the day of Miss Helena's visit in the after- 
noon, and the intention that she expressed of waiting for 
his master's return. He had shown her into the parlour 
which opened into the consulting-room. No other visitor 
was in the house at that time, or had arrived during the 
rest of the day. The doctor's own experience, when he 
got home, led him to conclude that Helena had gone into 
the consulting-room. He had entered that room, for the 
purpose of writing some prescriptions, and had found the 
leaves of paper that he used diminished in number. After 
what he had heard, and what he had discovered (to say 
nothing of what he suspected, it occurred to him to look 
along the shelves of his medical library. He found a 
volume (treating of Poisons) with a slip of paper left 
between the leaves ; the poison described at the place so 
marked being Digitalis, and the paper used being one of 
his own prescription-papers. ' If, as I fear, a legal 
investigation into Helena's conduct is a possible event,' 
the doctor concluded, ' there is the evidence that I shall 
be obliged to give, when I am called as a witness.' 

It is my belief that I could have felt no greater dismay, 
if the long arm of the Law had laid its hold on me while 
he was speaking. I asked what was to be done. 

' If she leaves the house at once,' the doctor replied, 
'she may escape the infamy of being charged with an 
attempt at murder by poison ; and, in her absence, I can 
answer for Philip's life. I don't urge you to warn her, 
because that might be a dangerous thing to do. It is for 
yon to decide, as a member of the family, whether you 
will run the risk.' 

I tried to speak to him of Euneece, and to tell him 
what I had already related to yourself. He was in no 
humour to listen to me. ' Keep it for a fitter time,' he 
answered ; ' and think of what I have just said to you.' 
With that, he left me, on his way to Philip's room. 

Mental exertion was completely beyond me. Can you 
understand a poor middle-aged spinster being frightened 
into doing a dangerous thing? That may seem to be 
nonsense. But if you ask why I took a morsel of paper, 
and wrote the warning which I was afraid to communi- 
cate by word of mouth — why I went upstairs with my 
knees knocking together, and opened the door of Helena's 
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room just wide enough to let my hand pass through — ■ 
why I threw the paper in, and banged the door to again, 
and ran downstairs as I have never run since I was a 
little girl — I can only say, in the way of explanation, 
what I have said already : I was frightened into doing it. 

What I have written, thus far, I shall send to you by 
to-night's post. 

The doctor came back to me, after he had seen Philip, 
and spoken with Euneece. He was very angry ; and, I 
must own, not without reason. Philip had flatly refused 
to let himself be removed to the hospital ; and Euneece 
— ' a mere girl ' — had declared that she would be answer- 
able for consequences ! The doctor warned me that he 
meant to withdraw from the case, and to make his 
declaration before the magistrates. At my entreaties he 
consented to return in the evening, and to judge by 
results before taking the terrible step that he had 
threatened. 

While I remained at home on the watch, keeping the 
doors of both rooms locked, Euneece went out to get 
Philip's medicine. She came back, followed by a boy 
carrying a portable apparatus for cooking. ' AH that 
Philip wants, and all that we want,' she explained, ' we 
can provide for ourselves. Give me a morsel of paper to 
write on.' 

Unhooking the little pencil attached to her watch-chain, 
she paused, and looked, towards the door. ' Somebody 
listening,' she whispered. ' Let them listen.' She wrote 
a list of necessaries, in the way of things to eat and 
things to drink, and asked me to go out and get them 
myself. ' I don't doubt the servants,' she said, speaking 
distinctly enough to be heard outside ; ' but I am afraid 
of what a Poisoner's cunning and a Poisoner's desperation 
may do, in a kitchen which is open to her.' I went away 
on my errand — discovering no listener outside, I need 
hardly say. On my return, I found the door of com- 
munication with Philips room closed, but no longer 
locked. ' We can now attend on him in turn,' she said, 
' without opening either of the doors which lead into the 
hall. At night we can relieve each other, and each of U3 
can get sleep as we want it in the large arm-chair in the 
dining-room. Philip must be safe under our charge, or 
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the doctor will insist on taking him to the hospital. 
When we want Maria's help, from time to time, we can 
employ her under our own superintendence. Have you 
anything else, Selina, to suggest ?' 

There was nothing left to suggest. Young and in- 
experienced as she was, how (I asked) had she contrived 
to think of all this ? She answered simply : ' I'm sure I 
don't know ; my thoughts came to me while I was look- 
ing at Philip.' 

Soon afterwards I found an opportunity of inquiring if 
Helena had left the house. She had just rung her bell; 
and Maria had found her, quietly reading, in her room. 
Hours afterwards, when I was on the watch at night, I 
heard Philip's door softly tried from the outside. Her 
dreadful purpose had not been given up, even yet. 

The doctor came in the evening, as he had promised, 
and found an improvement in Philip's health. I men- 
tioned what precautions we had taken, and that they had 
been devised by Euneece. ' Are you going to withdraw 
from the case ?' I asked. ' I am coming back to the case,' 
he answered, ' to-morrow morning.' 

It had been a disappointment to me to receive no 
answer to the telegram which I had sent to Mr. Dun- 
boyne the elder. The next day's post brought the ex- 
planation in a letter to Philip from his father, directed to 
him at the hotel here. This showed that my telegram, 
giving my address at this house, had not been received. 
Mr. Dunboyne announced that he had returned to 
Ireland, finding the air of London unendurable, after the 
sea-breezes at home. If Philip had already married, his 
father would leave him to a life of genteel poverty with 
Helena Gracedieu. If he had thought better of it, his 
welcome was waiting for him. 

Little did Mr. Dunboyne know what changes had taken 
place since he and his son had last met, and what hope 
might yet present itself of brighter days for poor Euneece ! 
I thought of writing to him. But how would that crabbed 
old man receive a confidential letter from a lady who was 
a stranger ? 

My doubts were set at rest by Philip himself. He 
asked me to write a few lines of reply to his father; 
declaring that his marriage with Helena was broken off 
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— that he had not given up all hope of being permitted to 
offer the sincere expression of his penitence to Euneece — ■ 
and that he would gladly claim his welcome, as soon as 
he was well enough to undertake the journey to Ireland. 
When he had signed the letter, I was so pleased that I 
made a smart remark. I said, ' This is a treaty of peace 
between father and son.' 

When the doctor arrived in the morning, and found the 
change for the better in his patient confirmed, he did 
justice to us at last. He spoke kindly, and even grate- 
fully, to Euneece. No more allusions to the hospital as a 
place of safety escaped him. He asked me cautiously for 
news of Helena. I could only tell him that she had gone 
out at her customary time, and had returned at her 
customary time. He did not attempt to conceal that my 
reply had made him uneasy. 

' Are you still afraid that she may succeed in poisoning 
Philip ?' I asked. 

' I am afraid of her cunning,' he said. ' If she is 
charged with attempting to poison young Dunboyne, she 
has some system of defence, you may rely on it, for which 
we are not prepared. There, in my opinion, is the true 
reason for her extraordinary insensibility to her own 
danger.' 

Two more days passed, and we were still safe under the 
protection of lock and key. 

On the evening of the second day (which was a 
Monday) Maria came to me, in great tribulation. On 
inquiring what was the matter, I received a disquieting 
reply : ' Miss Helena is tempting me. She is so miser- 
able at being prevented from seeing Mr. Philip, and 
helping to nurse him, that it is quite distressing to see 
her. At the same time, Miss, it's hard on a poor servant. 
She asks me to take the key secretly out of the door, and 
lend it to her at night for a few minutes only. I'm really 
afraid I shall be led into doing it, if she goes on persuading 
me much longer.' 

I commended Maria for feeling scruples which proved 
her to be the best of -good girls, and promised to relieve 
her from all fear of future temptation. This was easily 
done. Euneece kept the key of Philip's door in her pocket ; 
and I kept the key of the dining-room door in mine. 
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CHAPTEE LXI. 

ATEOCITY. 

On the nest day, a Tuesday in the week, an event took 
place which Euneece and I viewed with distrust. Early 
in the afternoon, a young man called with a note for 
Helena. It was to be given to her immediately, and no 
answer was required. 

Maria had just closed the house door, and was on her 
way upstairs with the letter, when she was called back by 
another ring at the bell. Our visitor was the doctor. He 
spoke to Maria in the hall : 

' I think I see a note in your hand. Was it given to 
you by the young man who has just left the house ?' 

' Yes, sir.' 

'If he's your sweetheart, my dear, I have nothing more 
to say.' 

' Good gracious, doctor, how you do talk ! I never saw 
the young man before in my life.' 

' In that case, Maria, I will ask you to let me look at 
the address. Aha ! Mischief !' 

The moment I heard that I threw open the dining-room 
door. Curiosity is not easily satisfied. When it hears, 
it wants to see ; when it sees, it wants to know. Every 
lady will agree with me in this observation. 

' Pray come in,' I said. 

' One minute, Miss Jillgall. My girl, when you give 
Miss Helena that note, try to get a sly look at her when 
she opens it, and come and tell me what you have seen.' 
He joined me in the dining-room, and closed the door. 
' The other day,' he went on, ' when I told you what I 
had discovered in the chemist's shop, I think I mentioned 
a young man who was called to speak to a question of 
identity — an assistant who knew Miss Helena Gracedieu 
by sight.' 

' Yes, yes !' 

' That young man left the note which Maria had just 
taken upstairs.' 

' Who wrote it, doctor, and what does it say ?' 

' Questions naturally asked, Miss Jillgall — and not 
easily answered. Where is Eunice? Her quick wit might 
help us.' 
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She had gone out to buy some fruit and flowers for 
Philip. 

The doctor accepted his disappointment resignedly. 
' Let us try what we can do without her,' he said. 'That 
young mans master has been in consultation (you may 
remember why) with his lawyer, and Helena may be 
threatened by an investigation before the magistrates. If 
this wild guess of mine turns out to have hit the mark, 
the poisoner upstairs has got a warning.' 

I asked if the chemist had written the note. Foolish 
enough of me when I came to think of it. The chemist 
would scarcely act a friendly part towards Helena, when 
she was answerable for the awkward position in which he 
had placed himself. Perhaps the young man who had 
left the warning was also the writer of the warning. The 
doctor reminded me that he was all but a stranger to 
Helena. ' We are not usually interested,' he remarked, 
' in a person whom we only know by sight.' 

' Eemember that he is a young man,' I ventured to say. 
This was a strong hint, but the doctor failed to see it. He 
had evidently forgotten his own youth. I made another 
attempt. 

' And vile as Helena is,' I continued, ' we cannot deny 
that this disgrace to her sex is a handsome young lady.' 

He saw it at last. ' Woman's wit !' he cried. ' You 
have hit it, Miss Jillgall. The young fool is smitten with 
her, and has given her a chance of making her escape.' 

' Do you think she will take the chance ?' 

' For all our sakes, I pray God she may ! But I don't 
feel sure about it.' 

•Why?' 

* Recollect what you and Eunice have done. You 
have shown your suspicion of her without an attempt to 
conceal it. If you had put her in prison you could not 
have more completely defeated her infernal design. Do 
you think she is a likely person to submit to that, withe lit 
an effort to be even with you ?' 

Just as he said those terrifying words, Maria came back 
to us. He asked at once what had kept her so long upstairs. 

The girl had evidently something to say, which had 
inflated her (if I may use such an expression) with a 
sense of her own importance. 
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1 Please to let me tell it, sir,' she answered, • in my 
Own way. Miss Helena turned as pale as ashes when 
she opened the letter, and then she took a turn in the 
room, and then she looked at me with a smile — well, 
Miss, I can only say that I felt that smile in the small 
of my back. I tried to get to the door. She stopped 
me. She says: "Where's Miss Eunice?" I says: 
"Gone out." She says: "Is there anybody in the 
drawing-room?" I says: "No, Miss," She says: 
" Tell Miss Jillgall I want to speak to her, and say I am 
waiting in the drawing-room." It's every word of it true I 
And, if a poor servant may give an opinion, I don't like 
the look of it.' 

The doctor dismissed Maria. ' Whatever it is, ! he said 
to me, ' you must go and hear it.' 

I am not a courageous woman ; I expressed myself as 
being willing to go to her, if the doctor went with me. 
He said that was impossible ; she would probably refuse 
to speak before any witness ; and certainly before him. 
But he promised to look after Philip in my absence, and 
to wait Below if it really so happened that I wanted him. 
I need only ring the bell, and he would come to me the 
moment he heard it. Such kindness as this roused my 
courage, I suppose. At any rate, I went upstairs. 

She was standing by the fireplace, with her elbow on 
the chimney-piece, and her head resting on her hand. 
I stopped just inside the door, waiting to hear what she 
had to say. In this position her side-face only was pre- 
sented to me. It was a ghastly face. The eye that I 
could see turned wickedly on me when I came in — then 
turned away again. Otherwise, she never moved. I 
confess I trembled, but I did my best to disguise it. 

She broke out suddenly with what she had to say : ' I 
won't allow this state of things to go on any longer. My 
horror of an exposure which will disgrace the family has 
kept me silent, wrongly silent, so far. Philip's life is in 
danger. I am forgetting my duty to my affianced husband, 
if I allow myself to be kept away from him any longer. 
Open those locked doors, and relieve me from the sight 
of you. Open the doors, I say, or you will both of you 
— you the accomplice, she the wretch who directs you^ 
repent it to the end of your lives.' 
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In my own mind, I asked myself if she had gone mad. 
But I only answered : ' I don't understand you.' 

She said again : ' You are Eunice's accomplice.' 

' Accomplice in what ?' I asked. 

She turned her head slowly, and faced me. I shrank 
from looking at her. 

' All the circumstances prove it,' she went on. ' I have 
supplanted Eunice in Philip's affection. She was once 
engaged to marry him ; I am engaged to marry him now. 
She is resolved that he shall never make me his wife. 
He will die if I delay any longer. He will die if I 
don't crush her, like the reptile she is. She comes here — 
and what does she do ? Keeps him prisoner under her 
own superintendence. Who gets his medicine ? She gets 
it. Who cooks his food ? She cooks it. The doors are 
locked. I might be a witness of what goes on ; and I 
am kept out. The servants who ought to wait on him 
are kept out. She can do what she likes with his 
medicine ; she can do what she likes with his food : she 
is infuriated with him for deserting her, and promising 
to marry me. Give him back to my care, or, dreadful 
as it is to denounce my own sister, I shall claim protection 
from the magistrates.' 

I lost all fear of her : T stepped close up to the place 
at which she was standing ; I cried out : ' Of what, in 
God's name, do you accuse your sister ?' 

She answered : ' I accuse her of poisoning Philip Dun- 
boyne.' 

I ran out of the room ; I rushed headlong down the 
stairs. The doctor heard me, and came running into the 
hall. I caught hold of him like a madwoman. ' Euneece 1' 
My breath was gone ; I could only say : ' Euneece I' 

He dragged me into the dining-room. There was wine 
on the side-board, which he had ordered medically for 
Philip. He forced me to drink some of it. It ran through 
me like fire ; it helped me to speak. ' Now tell me,' he 
said, ' what has she done to Eunice ?' 

' She brings a horrible accusation against her,' I 
answered. 

' What is the accusation ?' 

I told him. 

He looked me through and through. • Take care !' ha 
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said. ' No hysterics, no exaggeration. You may lead to 
dreadful consequences if you are not sura of yourself. 
If it's really true, say it again.' 

I said it again — quietly, this time. 

His face startled me ; it was white with rage. Ho 
snatched his hat off the hall table. 

' What are you going to do ?' I asked. 

' My duty.' 

He was out of the house before I could speak to him again. 



Cfou-fl $n-(oif [concluded). 

TROUBLES AND TRIUMPHS OF THE FAMILY, 
RELATED BY THE GOVERNOR. 

CHAPTEE LXII. 

THE SENTENCE PRONOUNCED. 

Martyrs to gout know, by sad experience, that they 
suffer under one of the most capricious of maladies. An 
attack of this disease will shift, in the most unaccountable 
manner, from one part of the body to another ; or, it will 
release the victim when there is every reason to fear that 
it is about to strengthen its hold on him ; or, having 
shown the fairest promise of submitting to medical treat- 
ment, it will cruelly lay the patient prostrate again in a 
state of relapse. Adverse fortune, in my case, subjected 
me to this last and worst trial of endurance. Two months 
passed — months of pain aggravated by anxiety — before I 
was able to help Eunice and Miss Jillgall personally with 
my sympathy and advice. 

During this interval, I heard regularly from the friendly 
and faithful Selina. 

Terror and suspense, courageously endured day after 
day, seem to have broken down her resistance, poor soul, 
when Eunice's good name and Eunice's tranquillity wero 
threatened by the most infamous of false accusations. 
From that time, Miss Jillgall's method of expressing her- 
self betrayed a gradual deterioration. I shall avoid 
presenting at a disadvantage a correspondent who has 
claims on my gratitude, if I give the substance only ot 
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what she wrote — assisted by the newspaper which she 
sent to me, while the legal proceedings were in progress. 

Honest indignation does sometimes counsel us wisely. 
When the doctor left Miss Jillgall, in anger and in haste, 
he had determined on taking the course from which, as a 
humane man and a faithful friend, he had hitherto re- 
coiled. It was no time, now, to shrink from the prospect 
of an exposure. The one hope of successfully encounter- 
ing the vindictive wickedness of Helena lay in the resolu- 
tion to be beforehand with her, in the appeal to the 
magistrates with which she had threatened Eunice and 
Miss Jillgall. The doctor's sworn information stated the 
whole terrible case of the poisoning, ranging from his 
first suspicions and their confirmation, to Helena's 
atrocious attempt to accuse her innocent sister of her 
own guilt. So firmly were the magistrates convinced of 
the serious nature of the case thus stated, that they did 
not hesitate to issue their warrant. Among the witnesses 
whose attendance was immediately secured, by the legal 
adviser to whom the doctor applied, were the farmer and 
his wife. 

Helena was arrested while she was dressing to go out. 
Her composure was not for a moment disturbed. ' I was 
on my way,' she said coolly, ' to make a statement before 
the justices. The sooner they hear what I have to say 
the better.' 

The attempt of this shameless wretch to 'turn the 
tables ' on poor Eunice — suggested, as I afterwards dis- 
covered, by the record of family history which she had 
quoted in her journal — was defeated with ease. The 
farmer and his wife proved the date at which Eunice had 
left her place of residence under their roof. The doctor's 
evidence followed. He proved, by the production of his 
professional diary, that the discovery of the attempt to 
poison his patient had taken place before the day of 
Eunice's departure from the farm, and that the first 
improvement in Mr. Philip Dunboyne's state of health 
had shown itself after that young lady's arrival to per- 
form the duties of a nurse. To the wise precautions 
which she had taken — perverted by Helena to the pur- 
pose of a false accusation — the doctor attributed the 
preservation of the young man's life. 
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Having produced the worst possible impression on tha 
minds of the magistrates, Helena was remanded. Her 
legal adviser had predicted this result ; but the vindictive 
obstinacy of his client had set both experience and re- 
monstrance at defiance. 

At the renewed examination, the line of defence 
adopted by the prisoner's lawyer proved to be — mistaken 
identity. 

It was asserted that she had never entered the 
chemist's shop ; also, that the assistant had wrongly 
identified some other lady as Miss Helena Gracedieu ; 
also, that there was not an atom of evidence to connect 
her with the stealing of the doctor's prescription-paper 
and the forgery of his writing. Other assertions to the 
same purpose followed, on which it is needless to dwell. 
The case for the prosecution was, happily, in competent 
hands. With the exception of one witness, cross- 
examination afforded no material help to the evidence for 
the defence. 

The chemist swore positively to the personal appear- 
ance of Helena, as being the personal appearance of the 
lady who had presented the prescription. His assistant, 
pressed on the question of identity, broke down under 
cross-examination — purposely, as it was whispered, 
serving the interests of the prisoner. But the victory, 
so far gained by the defence, was successfully contested 
by the statement of the next witness, a respectable 
tradesman in the town. He had seen the newspaper 
report of the first examination, and had volunteered to 
present himself as a witness. A member of Mr. Grace- 
dieu's congregation, his pew in the chapel was so situated 
as to give him a view of the minister's daughters occupy- 
ing their pew. He had seen the prisoner on every 
Sunday, for years past ; and he swore that he was pass- 
ing the door of the chemist's shop, at the moment when 
she stepped out into the street, having a bottle covered 
with the customary white paper in her hand. The doctor 
and his servant were the next witnesses called. They 
were severely cross-examined. Some of their statements 
— questioned technically with success— received un- 
expected and powerful support, due to the discovery 
and production of the prisoner's diary. The entries, 
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guardedly as some of them were written, revealed her 
motive for attempting to poison Philip Dmiboyne ; proved 
that she had purposely called on the doctor when she 
knew that he would be out, that she had entered the 
consulting-room, and examined the medical books, had 
found (to use her own written words) ' a volume that 
interested her,' and had used the prescription-papers for 
the purpose of making notes. The notes themselves 
were not to be found ; they had doubtless been destroyed. 
Enough, and more than enough, remained to make the 
case for the prosecution complete. The magistrates com- 
mitted Helena Gracedieu for trial at the next assizes. 

I arrived in the town, as well as I can remember, 
about a week after the trial had taken place. 

Found guilty, the prisoner had been recommended to 
mercy by the jury — partly in consideration of her youth ; 
partly as an expression of sympathy and respect for her 
unhappy father. The judge (a father himself) passed a 
lenient sentence. She was condemned to imprisonment 
for two years. The careful matron of the gaol had pro- 
vided herself with a bottle of smelling-salts, in the fear 
that there might be need for it when Helena heard her 
sentence pronounced. Not the slightest sign of agitation 
appeared in her face or her manner. She lied to the last ; 
asserting her innocence in a firm voice, and returning 
from the dock to the prison without requiring assistance 
from anybody. 

Eelating these particulars to me, in a state of ungovern- 
able excitement, good Miss Jillgall ended with a little 
confession of her own, which operated as a relief to my 
overburdened mind after what I had just heard. 

' I wouldn't own it,' she said, ' to anybody but a dear 
friend. One thing, in the dreadful disgrace that has 
fallen on us, I am quite at a loss to account for. Think 
of Mr. Gracedieu's daughter being one of those criminal 
creatures, on whom it was once your terrible duty to 
turn the key ! Why didn't she commit suicide ?' 

' My dear lady, no thoroughly wicked creature ever yet 
committed suicide. Self-destruction, when it is not an 

act of madness, implies some acuteness of feeling 

sensibility to remorse or to shame, or perhaps a distorted 
idsa of making atonement. There is no such thing as 
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reniofse, or shame, or hope of making atonement, in 
Helenas nature.' 

'But when she comes out of prison, what will she dc ?' 

' Don't alarm yourself, my good friend. She will do 
very well.' 

' Oh, hush ! hush ! Poetical justice, Mr. Governor V 

' Poetical fiddlesticks, Miss Jill gall.' 



CHAPTEE LXIII. 

THE OBSTACLE REMOVED. 

When the subject of the trial was happily dismissed, my 
first inquiry related to Eunice. The reply was made 
with an ominous accompaniment of sighs and sad looks. 
Eunice had gone back to her duties as governess at the 
farm. Hearing this, I asked naturally what had become 
of Philip. 

Melancholy news, again, was the news that I now 
heard. 

Mr. Dunboyne the elder had died suddenly, at hi3 
house in Ireland, while Philip was on his way home. 
When the funeral ceremony had come to an end, the will 
was read. It had been made only a few days before the 
testator's death ; and the clause which left all his pro- 
perty to his son was preceded by expressions of paternal 
affection, at a time when Philip was in sore need of 
consolation. After alluding to a letter, received from his 
son, the old man added : ' I always loved him, without 
caring to confess it ; I detest scenes of sentiment, kissings, 
embracings, tears, and that sort of thing. But Philip has 
yielded to my wishes, and has broken off a marriage 
which would have made him, as well as me, wretched 
for life. After this, I may speak my mind from my grave, 
and may tell my boy that I loved him. If the wish is 
likely to be of any use, I will add (on the chance) — God 
bless him.' 

' Dees Philip submit to separation from Eunice ?' I 
asked. ' Does he stay in Ireland ?' 

' Not he, poor fellow ! He will be here to-morrow or 
next day. When I last wrote,' Miss Jillgall continued, 
* I told him I hoped to see you again soon. If you can't 
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help us (I mean with Eunice) that unlucky young man 
will do some desperate thing. He will join those madmen 
at large who disturb poor savages in Africa, or go nowhere 
to find nothing in the Arctic regions.' 

' Whatever 1 can do, Miss Jillgall, shall be gladly done. 
Is it really possible that Eunice refuses to marry him, 
after having saved his life ?' 

' A little patience, please, Mr. Governor ; let Philip tell 
his own story. If I try to do it, I shall only cry — and 
we have had tears enough lately, in this house.' 

Further consultation being thus deferred, I went 
upstairs to the Minister's room. 

He was sitting by the window, in his favourite arm- 
chair, absorbed in knitting ! The person who attended 
on him, a good-natured patient fellow, had been a sailor 
in his younger days, and had taught Mr. Gracedieu how 
to use the needles. ' You see it amuses him,' the man 
said kindly. ' Don't notice his mistakes ; he thinks there 
isn't such another in the world for knitting as himself. 
You can see, sir, how he sticks to it.' He was so 
absorbed over his employment that I had to speak to him 
twice, before I could induce him to look at me. The 
utter ruin of his intellect did not appear to have exercised 
any disastrous influence over his bodily health. On the 
contrary, he had grown fatter since I had last seen him ; 
his complexion had lost the pallor that I remembered — 
there was colour in his cheeks. ' Don't you remember 
your old friend ?' I said. He smiled, and nodded, and 
repeated the words : ' Yes, yes, my old friend.' It was 
only too plain that he had not the least recollection of 
me. ' His memory is gone,' the man said. ' When he 
puts away his knitting, at night, I have to find it for him 
in the morning. But, there ! he's happy — enjoys his 
victuals, likes sitting out in the garden and watching the 
birds. There's been a deal of trouble in the family, sir ; 
and it has all passed over him like a wet sponge over a 
slate.' The old sailor was right. If that wreck of a man 
had been capable of feeling and thinking, his daughter's 
disgrace would have broken his heart. In a world of sin 
and sorrow, is peaceable imbecility always to be pitied? 
I have known men who would have answered, without 
hesitation : ' It is to be envied.' And where (some 
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persons might say) was the poor Minister's reward for the 
act of mercy which had saved Eunice in her infancy ? 
Where it ought to be ! A man who worthily performs a 
good action finds his reward in the action itself. 

At breakfast, on the next day, the talk touched on 
those passages in Helena's diary, which had been 
produced in court as evidence against her. 

I expressed a wish to see what revelation of a depraved 
nature the entries in the diary might present ; and my 
curiosity was gratified. At a fitter time, I may find an 
opportunity of alluding to the impression produced on me 
by the diary. In the meanwhile, the event of Philip's 
return claims notice in the first place. 

The poor fellow was so glad to see me that he shook 
hands as heartily as if we had known each other from the 
time when he was a boy. 

' Do you remember how kindly you spoke to me, when 
I called on you in London ?' he asked. ' If I have 
repeated those words once — but perhaps you don't 
remember them ? You said : " If I was as young as you 
are, I should not despair." Well ! I have said that to 
myself over and over again, for a hundred times at least. 
Eunice will listen to you, sir, when she will listen to 
nobody else. This is the first happy moment I have had 
for weeks past.' 

I suppose I must have looked glad to hear that. Any- 
way, Philip shook hands with me again. 

Miss Jillgall was present. The gentle-hearted old 
maid was so touched by our meeting that she abandoned 
herself to the genial impulse of the moment, and gave 
Philip a kiss. The outraged claims of propriety instantly 
seized on her. She blushed as if the long- lost days of her 
girlhood had been found again, and ran out of the room. 

' Now, Mr. Philip,' I said, ' I have been waiting, at Miss 
Jillgall's suggestion, to get my information from you. 
There is something wrong between Eunice and yourself. 
What is it ? And who is to blame ?' 

' Her vile sister is to blame,' he answered. ' That 
reptile was determined to sting us. And she has done 
it !' he cried, starting to his feet, and walking up and 
clown the room, urged into action by his own unendurable 
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sense of wrong. ' I say, she has done it, after Eunice has 
saved me — done it, when Eunice was ready to be my wife.' 

' How has she done it ?' 

Between grief and indignation his reply was involved in 
a confusion of vehemently-spoken words, which I shall 
not attempt to reproduce. Eunice had reminded him 
that her sister had been publicly convicted of an infamous 
crime, and publicly punished for it by imprisonment. ' If 
I consent to marry you,' she said, ' I stain you with my 
disgrace ; that shall never be.' With this resolution she 
had left him. ' I have tried to convince her,' Philip said, 
' that she will not be associated with her sister's disgrace 
when she bears my name ; I have promised to take her 
far away from England, among people who have never 
even heard of her sister. Miss Jillgall has used her 
influence to help me. All in vain! There is no hope for 
us but in you. I am not thinking selfishly only of my- 
self. She tries to conceal it — but, oh, she is broken- 
hearted ! Ask the farmer's wife, if you don't believe me. 
Judge for yourself, sir. Go — for God's sake, go to the 
farm.' 

I made him sit down, and compose himself. 

' You may depend on my going to the farm,' I answered. 
' I shall write to Eunice to-day, and follow my letter to- 
morrow.' He tried to thank me ; but I would not allow 
it. ' Before I consent to accept the expression of your 
gratitude,' I said, ' I must know a little more of you than 
I know now. This is only the second occasion on which 
we have met. Let us look back a little, Mr. Philip Dun- 
boyne. You were Eunice's affianced husband ; and you 
broke faith with her. That was a rascally action. How 
do you defend it ?' 

His head sank. ' I am ashamed to defend it,' he 
answered. 

I pressed him without mercy. ' You own yourself,' I 
said, ' that it was a rascally action ?' 

' Use stronger language against me, even than that, sir 
■ — I deserve it.' 

' In plain words,' I went on, ' you can find no excuse 
for your conduct?' 

' In the past time,' he said, ' I might have found excuses.' 

'But you can't find them now?' 
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1 1 must not even look for them now.' 

« Why not ?' 

' I owe it to Eunice to leave my conduct at its worst ; 
with nothing said — by me — to defend it.' 

' What has Eunice done to have such a claim on you as 
that ?' 

' Eunice has forgiven me.' 

It was gratefully and delicately said. Ought I to have 
allowed this circumstance to weigh with me ? I ask, in 
return, had I never committed any faults ? As a fellow 
mortal and fellow sinner, had I any right to harden my 
heart against an expression of penitence which I felt to 
be sincere in its motive ? 

But I was bound to think of Eunice. I did think of 
her, before I ventured to accept the position — the critical 
position, as I shall presently show — of Philip's friend. 

After more than an hour of questions put without 
reserve, and of answers given without prevarication, I had 
travelled over the whole ground laid out by the narratives 
which appear in these pages, and had arrived at my con- 
clusion — so far as Philip Dunboyne was concerned. 

I found him to be a man with nothing absolutely 
wicked in him — but with a nature so perilously weak, in 
many respects, that it might drift into wickedness unless 
a stronger nature was at hand to hold it back. Married 
to a wife without force of character, the probabilities 
would point to him as likely to yield to examples which 
might make him a bad husband. Married to a wife with 
a will of her own, and with true love to sustain her— a 
wife who would know when to take the command and how 
to take the command — a wife who, finding him tempted 
to commit actions unworthy of his better self, would be 
far-sighted enough to perceive that her husband's sense 
of honour might sometimes lose its balance, without being 
on that account hopelessly depraved — then, and in these 
cases only, the probabilities would point to Philip as a 
man likely to be the better and the happier for his 
situation, when the bonds of wedlock had got him. 

But the serious question was not answered yet. 

Could I feel justified in placing Eunice in the position 
towards Philip which I have just endeavoured to de- 
scribe ? I dared not allow my mind to dwell on the 
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generosity which had so nobly pardoned him, or on tho 
force of character which had bravely endured the bitterest 
disappointment, the cruellest humiliation. The one con- 
sideration which I was bound to face, was the sacred 
consideration of her happiness in her life to come. 

Leaving Philip, with a few words of sympathy which 
might help him to bear his suspense, I went to my room 
to think. 

The time passed — and I could arrive at no positive con- 
clusion. Either way — with or without Philip — the con- 
templation of Eunice's future harassed me with doubt. 
Even if I had conquered my own indecision, and had 
made up my mind to sanction the union of the two young 
people, the difficulties that now beset me would not have 
been dispersed. Knowing what I alone knew, I could 
certainly remove Eunice's one objection to the marriage. 
In other words, I had only to relate what had happened 
on the day when the Chaplain brought the Minister to 
the prison, and the obstacle to their union would be re- 
moved. But, without considering Philip, it was simply 
out of the question to do this, in mercy to Eunice herself. 
What was Helena's disgrace, compared with the infamy 
which stained the name of the poor girl's mother ! The 
other alternative of telling her part of the truth only was 
before me, if I could persuade myself to adopt it. I failed 
to persuade myself ; my morbid anxiety for her welfare 
made me hesitate again. Human patience could endure 
no more. Pv,ashness prevailed, and prudence yielded — I 
left my decision to be influenced by the coming interview 
with Eunice. 

The next day, I drove to the farm. Philip's entreaties 
persuaded me to let him be my companion, on one con- 
ditiou — that he waited in the carriage while I went into 
the house. 

I had carefully arranged my ideas, and had decided on 
proceeding with the greatest caution, before I ventured on 
saying the all-important words which, once spoken, were 
not to be recalled. The worst of those anxieties, under 
which the delicate health of Mr. Gracedieu had broken 
down, was my anxiety now. Could I reconcile it to my 
conscience to permit a man, innocent of all knowledge of 
the truth, to marry the daughter of a condemned 
murderess, without honestly telling him what he wag 
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about to do ? Did I deserve to be pitied ? did I deserve 
to be blamed ? — my mind was still undecided when I 
entered the house. 

She ran to meet me as if she had been my daughter; 
she kissed me as if she had been my daughter; she 
fondly looked up at me as if she had been my daughter. 
At the sight of that sweet young face, so sorrowful, 
and so patiently enduring sorrow, all my doubts and 
hesitations, everything artificial about me with which I 
had entered the room, vanished in an instant. 

After she had thanked me for coming to see her, I 
saw her tremble a little. The uppermost interest in her 
heart was forcing its way outwards to expression, try as 
she might to keep it back. ' Have you seen Philip ?' she 
asked. The tone in which she put that question decided 
me — I was resolved to let her marry him. Impulse ! 
Yes, impulse, asserting itself inexcusably in a man at the 
end of his life. I ought to have known better than to 
have given way. Very likely. But am I the only mortal 
who ought to have known better — and did not ? 

When Eunice asked if I bad seen Philip, I owned that 
he was outside in the carriage. Before she could reproach 
me, I went on with what I had to say : ' My child, I know 
what a sacrifice you have made ; and I should honour 
your scruples, if you had any reason for feeling them.' 

' Any reason for feeling them ?' She turned pale as 
she repeated the words. 

An idea came to me. I rang for the servant, and sent 
her to the carriage to tell Philip to come in. ' My dear, 
I am not putting you to any unfair trial,' I assured her ; 
' I am going to prove that I love you as truly as if you 
were my own child.' 

When they were both present, I resolved that they 
should not suffer a moment of needless suspense. Stand- 
ing between them, I took Eunice's hand, and laid my 
other hand on Philip s shoulder, and spoke out plainly. 

' I am here to make you both happy,' I said. ' I can 
remove the only obstacle to your marriage, and I mean 
to do it. But I must insist on one condition. Give me 
your promise, Phihp, that you will ask for no explanations, 
and tliat you will be satisfied with the one true statement, 
which is all that I can offer to you.' 

He gave me his promise, without an instant's hesitation. 
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' Philip grants what I ask,' I said to Eunice. ' Do you 
grant it, too ?' 

Her hand turned cold in mine ; but she spoke firmly 
when she said : ' Yes.' 

I gave her into Philip's care. It was his privilege to 
console and support her. It was my duty to say the 
decisive words : 

' Eouse your courage, dear Eunice ; you are no mora 
affected by Helena's disgrace than I am. You are not 
her sister. Her father is not your father ; her mother 
was not your mother. I was present, in the time of 
your infancy, when Mr. Gracedieu s fatherly kindness 
received you as his adopted child. This, I declare to you 
both, on my word of honour, is the truth.' 

How she bore it, I am not able to say My foolish old 
eyes were filling with tears. I could just see plainly 
enough to find my way to the door, and leave them 
together. 

In my reckless state of mind, I never asked myself if 
Time would be my accomplice, and keep the part of the 
secret which I had not revealed — or be my enemy, and 
betray me. The chances, either way, were perhaps equal. 
The deed was clone. 

CHAPTER LXIV. 

THE TRUTH TRIUMPHANT. 

The marriage was deferred, at Eunice's request, as an 
expression of respect to the memory of Philip's father. 

When the time of delay had passed, it was arranged 
that the wedding ceremony should be held — after due 
publication of Banns — at the parish church of the London 
suburb in which my house was situated. Miss Jillgall 
was bridesmaid, and I gave away the bride. Before we 
set out for the church, Eunice asked leave to speak with 
me for a moment in private. 

' Don't think,' she said, ' that I am forgetting my 
promise to be content with what you have told me about 
myself. I am not so ungrateful as that. But I do want, 
before I consent to be Philip's wife, to feel sure that I am 
not quite unworthy of him. Is it because I am of mean 
birth that you told me I was Mr. Gracedieu's adopted 
child— and told me no more ?' 
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I could honestly satisfy her, so far. ' Certainly not !' 
I said. 

She put her arms round my neck. ' Do you say that,' 
she asked, ' to make my mind easy ? or do you say it on 
your word of honour ?' 

' On my word of honour.' 

We arriyed at the church. Let Miss Jillgall describe 
the marriage, in her own inimitable way. 

' No wedding breakfast, when you don't want to eat it. 
No wedding speeches, when nobody wants to make them, 
and nobody wants to hear them. And no false sentiment, 
shedding tears and reddening noses, on the happiest day 
in the whole year. A model marriage ! I could desire 
nothing better, if I had any prospect of being a bride 
myself.' 

They went away for their honeymoon to a quiet place 
by the seaside, not very far from the town in which 
Eunice had passed some of the happiest and the 
wretchedest days in her life. She persisted in thinking 
it possible that Mr. Gracedieu might recover the use of 
his faculties at the last, and might wish to see her on his 
death-bed. ' His adopted daughter,' she gently reminded 
me, ' is his only daughter now.' The doctor shook his 
head when I told him what Eunice had said to me — and, 
the sad truth must be told, the doctor was right. 

Miss Jillgall returned, on the wedding-day, to take care 
of the goodman who had befriended her in her hour of need. 

Before the end of the week, I heard from her, and was 
disagreeably reminded of an incident which we had both 
forgotten, absorbed as we were in other and greater 
interests, at the time. 

Mrs. Tenbruggen had again appeared on the scene ! 
She had written to Miss Jillgall, from Paris, to say that 
she had heard of old Mr. Dunboyne's death, and that she 
wished to have the letter returned, which she had left for 
delivery to Philip's father on the day when Philip and 
Eunice were married. I had my own suspicions of what 
that letter might contain ; and I regretted that Miss Jill- 
gall had sent it back without first waiting to consult me. 
My misgivings, thus excited, were increased by more 
news of no very welcome kind. Mrs. Tenbruggen had 
decided on returning to her professional pursuits in 
Eneland. Mas?asft_ now the fashion everywhere, had 
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put money into her pocket among the foreigners; and 
her husband, finding that she persisted in keeping out of 
his reach, had consented to a compromise. He was 
ready to submit to a judicial separation ; in consideration 
of a little income which his wife had consented to settle 
on him, under the advice of her lawyer. 

Some days later, I received a delightful letter from 
Philip and Eunice ; reminding me that I had engaged to 
pay them a visit at the seaside. My room was ready for 
me, and I was left to choose my own day. I had just 
begun to write my reply, gladly accepting the invitation, 
when an ominous circumstance occurred. My servant 
announced ' a lady ;' and I found myself face to face with 
— Mrs. Tenbruggen ! 

She was as cheerful as ever, and as eminently agree- 
able as ever. 

' I have heard it all from Serbia, ' she said. ' Philip's 
marriage to Eunice (I shall go and congratulate them, of 
course), and the catastrophe (how dramatic !) of Helena 
Gracedieu. I warned Selina that Miss Helena would end 
badly. To tell the truth, she frightened me. I don't 
deny that I am a mischievous woman when I find myself 
affronted, quite capable of taking my revenge in my own 
small spiteful way. But poison and murder — ah, the 
frightful subject ! let us drop it, and talk of something 
that doesn't make my hair (it's really my own hair) stand 
bn end. Has Selina told you that I have got rid of my 
charming husband, on easy pecuniary terms ? Oh, you 
know that ? Very well. I will tell you something that 
you don't know. Mr. Governor, I have found you out.' 

' May I venture to ask how ?' 

' When I guessed which was which of those two girls,' 
she answered, ' and guessed wrong, you deliberately en- 
couraged the mistake. Very clever, but you overdid it. 
From that moment, though I kept it to myself, I began 
to fear I might be wrong. Do you remember Low Lanes, 
my dear sir ? A charming old church. I have had another 
consultation with my lawyer. His questions led me into 
mentioning how it happened that I heard of Low Lanes. 
After looking again at his memorandum of the birth 
advertised in the newspaper — without naming the place — 
he proposed trying the church register at Low Lanes. 
Need I tell you the result? I know, as well as you do 
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that Philip has married the adopted child. He has had a 
mother-in-law who was hanged, and, what is more, he has 
the honour, through his late father, of being otherwise 
connected with the murderess by marriage — as his aunt !' 

Bewilderment and dismay deprived me of my presence 
of mind. ' How did you discover that ?' I was foolish 
enough to ask. 

' Do you remember when I brought the baby to the 
prison ?' she said. ' The father — as I mentioned at the 
time — had been a dear and valued friend of mine. No 
person could be better qualified to tell me who had 
married his wife's sister. If that lady had been living, 
I should never have been troubled with the charge of the 
child. Any more questions ?' 

' Only one. Is Philip to hear of this ?' 

' Oh, for shame ! I don't deny that Philip insulted me 
grossly, in one way ; and that Philip's late father in- 
sulted me grossly, in another way. But Mamma Ten- 
bruggen is a Christian. She returns good for evil, and 
wouldn't for the world disturb the connubial felicity of 
Mr. and Mrs. Philip Dunboyne.' 

The moment the woman was out of my house, I sent 
a telegram to Philip to say that he might expect to see 
me that night. I caught the last train in the evening ; 
and I sat down to supper with those two harmless young 
creatures, knowing I must prepare the husband for what 
threatened them, and weakly deferring it, when I found 
myself in their presence, until the next day. Eunice was, 
in some degree, answerable for this hesitation on my 
part. No one could look at her husband, and fail to see 
that he was a supremely happy man. But I detected 
signs of care in the wife's face. 

Before breakfast the next morning I was out on the 
beach, trying to decide how the inevitable disclosure 
might be made. Eunice joined me. Now, when we 
were alone, I asked if she was really and completely 
happy. Quietly and sadly she answered : ' Not yet.' 

I hardly knew what to say. My face must have ex- 
pressed disappointment and surprise. 

' I shall never be quite happy,' she resumed, ' till I 
know what it is that you kept from me on that memorable 
day. I don't like having a secret from my husband— 

flinnfiVi "if. ic nnt 1 . -rtmi eonrof. ' 
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' Eemember your promise,' I said. 

' I don't forget it,' she answered. ' I can only wish 
that my promise would keep back the thoughts that come 
to me in spite of myself.' 

' What thoughts ?' 

' There is something, as I fear, in the story of my 
parents which you are afraid to confide to me. Why 
did Mr. Gracedieu allow me to believe, and leave every- 
body to believe, that I was his own child ?' 

' My dear, I relieved your mind of those doubts, on the 
morning of your marriage.' 

' No. I was only thinking of myself, at that time. 
My mother — the doubt of her is the doubt that torments 
me now.' 

' What do you mean ?' 

She put her arm in mine, and held by it with both hands. 

'The mock-mother!' she whispered. 'Do you re- 
member that dreadful Vision, that horrid whispering 
temptation in the dead of night ? Was it a mock-mother? 
Oh, pity me ! I don't know who my mother was. One 
horrid thought about her is a burden on my mind. If 
she was a good woman, you who love me would surely 
have made me happy by speaking of her ?' 

Those words decided me at last. Could she suffer 
more than she had suffered already, if I trusted her with 
the truth ? I ran the risk. There was a time of silence 
that filled me with terror. The interval passed. She 
took my hand, and put it to her heart. ' Does it beat 
as if I was frightened ?' she asked. 

No ! It was beating calmly. 

' Does it relieve your anxiety ?' 

It told me that I had not surprised her. That un- 
fcrgotten Vision of the night had prepared her for the 
worst, after the time when I had told her that she was 
an adopted child. ' I know,' I said, ' that those whispered 
temptations overpowered you again, when you and Helena 
met on the stairs, and you forbade her to enter Philip's 
room. And I know that love had conquered once more, 
when you were next seen sitting by Philip's bedside. 
Tell me — have you any misgivings now ? Is there fear 
in your heart of the return of that tempting spirit in you, 
in the time to come ?' 

' Not while Philip lives !' 
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There, where her love was — there her safety was. 
Avid she knew it ! She suddenly left me. I asked where 
she was going. 

' To tell Philip,' was the reply. 

She was waiting for me at the door, when I followed 
her to the house. 

' Is it done?' I said. 

' It is done,' she answered. 

' What did he say ?' 

' He said : " My darling, if I could be fonder of you 
than ever, I should be fonder of you now." ' 

I have been blamed for being too ready to confide to 
Philip the precious trust of Eunice's happiness. If that 
reply does not justify me, where is justification to be found ? 



Postscript. 

Later in the day, Mrs. Tenbruggcn arrived to offer her 
congratulations. She asked for a few minutes with Philip 
alone. As a cat elaborates her preparations for killing 
a mouse, so the human cat elaborated her preparations 
for killing Philip's happiness. He remained uninjured 
by her teeth and her claws. ' Somebody,' she said, ' has 
told you of it already ?' And Philip answered : ' Yes ; 
my wife.' 

For some months longer, Mr. Gracedieu lingered. One 
morning, he said to Eunice : ' I want to teach you to knit. 
Sit by me, and see me do it.' His hands fell softly on 
his lap ; his head sank little by little on her shoulder. 
She could just hear him whisper : ' How pleasant it is to 
sleep!' Never was Death's dreadful work more gently done. 

Our married pair live now on the paternal estate in 
Ireland ; and Miss Jillgall reigns queen of* domestic- 
affairs. I am still strong enough to pass my autumn 
holidays in that pleasant house. 

At times, my memory reverts to Helena Gracedieu, and 
to what I discovered when I had seen her diary. 

How little I knew of that terrible creature when I first 
met with her, and fancied that she had inherited her 
mother's character! It was weak indeed to compare the 
mean vices of Mrs. Gracedieu with the diabolical depravity 

21 
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of her daughter. Here, the doctrine of hereditary trans 
mission of moral qualities must own that it has overlooked 
the fertility (for growth of good and for growth of evil 
equally) which is inherent in human nature. There are 
virtues that exalt us, and vices that degrade us, whose 
mysterious origin is, not in our parents, but in ourselves. 
When I think of Helena, I ask myself, where is the trace 
which reveals that the first murder in the world was the 
product of inherited crime ? 

The criminal left the prison, on the expiration of her 
sentence, so secretly that it was impossible to trace her. 
Some months later, Miss Jillgall received an illustrated 
newspaper published in the United States. She showed 
me one of the portraits in it. 

' Do you recognise the illustrious original ?' she asked, 
with indignant emphasis on the last two words. I 
recognised Helena. 'Now read her new thl",' Miss 
Jillgall continued. 

I read : ' The Eeverend Miss Gracedieu.' , ,...'/. 

The biographical notice followed. Here is an extract : 
' This eminent lady, the victim of a shocking miscarriage 
of justice in England, is now the distinguished leader of a 
new community in the United States. We hail in her 
the great intellect which asserts the superiority of woman 
over man. In the first French Revolution, the attempt 
made by men to found a rational religion met with only 
temporary success. It was reserved for the mightier 
spirit of woman to lay the foundation's moHTfirmly,- and 
to dedicate one of the noblest edifices in this .city to the 
Worship of Pure Reason. Readers who wish for further 
information w T ill do well to provide themselves with the 
Eeverend Miss Gracedieu's Orations — the tenth edition 
of which is advertised in our columns.' 

' I once asked you,' Miss Jillgall reminded me, ' what 
Helena wo aid do when she came out of prison, and you 
said she would do very w T ell. Oh, Mr. Governor, Solomon 
was nothing to You !' 



THE END. 
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"It Might Have Been." 

Her Joy u>as Duty 
And Love was Lato. 



For one of the brightest poetic gems. P.T.O. 



MAUD MUIiliBR. 

Maud Muller, on a summer's day, raked the meadow sweet with hay. 

Beneath her torn hat glowed the wealth of simple beauty and rustic health. 

Singing, she wrought, and her merry glee the mock-bird echoed from his tree. 

But when she glanced to the far-off town, white from its hill slope looking down, 

The sweet song died, and a vague unrest and a nameless longing filled her breast, — 

A wish, that she hardly dare to own, for something better than she had known. 

The Judge rode slowly down the lane, smoothing his horse's chestnut mane. 

He drew his bridle in the shade of the apple-trees to greet the maid, 

And asked a draught from the spring that flowed through the meadow across the road. 

She stooped where the cool spring bubbled up, and filled for him her small tin cup, 

And blushed as she gave it, looking down on her feet so bare, and her tattered gown 

"Thanks ! " said the Judge ; " a sweeter draught fiom a fairer hand was never quaffed." 

He spoke of the grass and flowers and trees, of the singing birds and the humming bees ; 

Then talked of the haying, and wondered whether the clcud in the west would bring foul 

And Maud forgot her brier-torn gown, and her graceful ankles bare and brown [weather 

And listened, while a pleased surprise looked from her long-lashed hazel eyes. 

At last, like one who for delay seeks a vain excuse, he rode away. 

Maud Muller looked and sighed : " Ah me ! That I the Judge's bride might be ! 

" He would dress me up in silks so fine, and praise and toast me at his wine. 

" My father should wear a broadcloth coat; my brother should sail a painted boat. 

" I'd dress my mother so grand and gay, and trie baby should have a new toy each day. 

" And I'd feed the hungry and clothe the poor, and all should bless me who left our door.' 

The Judge looked back as he climbed the hill, and saw Maud Muller standing still. 

" A form more fair, a face more sweet, ne'er hath it been my lot to meet. 

" And her modest answer and graceful air show her wise and good as she is fair: 

" Would she were mine, and I to-day, like her, a harvester of hay ; 

" No doubtful balance of rights and wrongs, nor weary lawyers with endless tongues, 

" But low of cattle and song of birds, and health and quiet and loving words." 

But he thought of his sisters proud and cold, and his mother vain of her rank and gold. 

So, closing his heart the Judge rode on and Maud was left in the field alone. 

Bat the lawyers smiled that afternoon, when he hummed in Court an old love tune ; 

And the young girl mused besides the well till the rain on the unraked clover fell. 

He wedded a wife of richest dower, who lived for fashion, as he for power. 

Yet oft, in his marble hearth's bright glow, he watched a picture come and go ; 

And sweet Maud Muller's hazel eyes looked out in their innocent surprise. 

Oft, when the wine in his glass was red, he longed for the wayside well instead ; 

And closed his eyes on his garnished rooms to dream of meadows and clover-blooms. 

And the proud man sighed, with a secret pain, " Ah, that l'was free again ! 

" Free as when I rode that day, where the barefoot maiden raked her hay." 

She wedded a man unlearned and poor, and many children played round her door. 

But care and sorrow, and childbirth pain, left their traces on heart and brain. 

And oft, when the summer sun shone hot on the new-mown hay in the meadow lot, 

And she heard the little spring brook fall over the road side, through the wall, 

In the shade of the apple-tree again she saw a rider draw his rein. 

And, gazing down with timid grace, she felt his pleased eyes read ber face. 

Sometimes her narrow kitchen walls stretched away into stately halls ; 

The weary wheel to a spinnet turned, the tallow candle an astral burned, 

And for him who sat by the chimney lug, dozing and grumbling o'er pipe and mug, 

A manly form at her side she saw, and joy was duty and love was law. 

Then she took up her burden of life again, saying only, " It might have been." 

Alas for maiden, alas for Judge, for rich repiner and household drudge ! 

God pity them both ! and pity us all, who vainly the dreams of youth recall. 

For of all sad words of tongue or pen, the saddest are these : " It might have been." 

Ah, well! for us all some sweet hope lies deeply buried from human eyes; 

And, in the hereafter, angels may roll the stone from its grave away ! Whittier. 

What Higher aim can Man attain than Conquest over Human Pain ? 

The JEOPARDY OF LIFE IS IMMENSELY INCREASED without such a simple precaution as 

IE NO'S 'FRUIT SALT.' 

How important it is to every individual to have at hand some simple, effective and 
palatable remedy such as ' FRUIT SALT' to check disease at the onset. Whenever a 
change is contemplated likely to disturb the condition of health, let it be your companion, 
for, under any circumstances, its use is beneficial, and never can do harm. 
" It is not too much to s ly that its merits have been published, tested, and approved literally, 
from pole to pole, and that its cosmopolitan popularity to-day presents one of the most signai 
illustrations of commercial enterprise to be found in our trading records.'— European Mail. 
Its effect upon any Disordered, Sleepless, and Feverish condition is simply marvellous. 
CAUTION— Examine each bottle and see that the capsule is marked END'S 'FRUIT 
SALT.' Without it, yuu have been imposed upon by a WORTHLESS IMITATION. 
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ADAMS (W. DAVENPORT).— 
A Dictionary of the Drama: A 

Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players, 
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom 
and America, from the Earliest Times to 
the Present. Vol. I. (A to G). Demy8vo, 
cloth, \os. 6d. net. — Vol. II., completing 
the Work, is in preparation. 



KEMPIS (THOMAS).— Of the 
Imitation of Christ, as translated from 
the Latin by Richard Whytford in 
1556 ; re-edited into modern English bv 
Wilfrid Raynal, O.S.B. With Illustra- 
tions in colour and line by W. Russell 
Flint. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 71. bd 
net; Edition de Luxe, small 4to, printed 
on pure rag paper, parchment, 15s. net ; 
piCskin with clasp-:. 23*. net. 



ALDEN (W. L.). — Drewitt's 
Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



ALLEN (GRANT), Books by. 

Moorland Idylls. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Post-Prandial Philosophy. Crown 

Svo, art li nen. 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Babylon. With 12 Illustrations. 
Strange Stories. 
The Beckoning Hand. 
For Maimie's Sake. 
Philistia. | In all Shades. 
The Devil's Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Sham. 
The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq's Daughter. 
Under Sealed Orders. 
The Duchess of Powysland, 
Blood Royal. 

Ivan Greet's Masterpiece. 
The Scallywag. With 24 Illustrations. 

At Mark et Yalae . 

The Tents or. Shorn. Popular 

Edition, medium Svo, bd. 
Babylon. Cheap Edition, post Svo, 
cloth, is. net. 



ANDERSON (MARY).— Othello's 

Occupation. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.5. bd. 



ANTROBUS (C. L.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Quality Corner. | Wildersmoor 
The Win*) of Fmvarra. 
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ALEXANDER (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo. cloth 3s. bd. each ; post Svo, 

picture boards, is. each. 
Valerie's Fate. I Mona's Choice. 
A Life Interest. I Woman's Wit. 



Crnwn Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
The Cost of her Pride. 
A Golden Autumn. 
Barbara, Lady's Maid ft Peeress. 
Mrs. Crichton's Creditor. 
A Missing Hero. 
A Fight with Fate. 
The Step-mother. 

Blind Fate. Post 8vo, picture boards, ?j. 



ALMAZ (E. F.).— Copper under 

the Gold. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 



AMERICAN FARMER, LET- 
TERS FROM AN. By J. H. St. John 
CRiVECOEUR, with Prefatory Mote by W. 
P. Trent, and Introduction by Ludwig 
Lewisohn. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 



APPLETON (Q. W.), Novels by. 
Rash Conclusions: Cr. 8vo, cl., 3«- bd. 
The Lady in Sables. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6^. 



ARNOLD (E. L.), Stories by. 

The Wonderful Adventures of 
Phra the Phoenician. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, with 12 Illusts. by H. M. Paget, 
3j. bd. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 
With a Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ART and LETTERS LIBRARY 

(The). Large crown 8vo, buckram, 
7s. f >d. net per vol. Edition de Luxk, 
small 4to, printed on pure rag paper, 
parchment, 15s. net per vol. ; vellum, 20s. 
net per vol. ; morocco, 30s. net per vol. 

Stories of the Italian Artists 
from Vasari. Collected and arranged 
by E L. SeeleY. With 8 Coloured 
Piates,and24'm Half-tone. The Edition 
DE LUXE has 3 additl. Coloured Plates. 

Artists of the Italian Renais- 
sance: their Stories as set forth by 
Vasari, Ridolri, Lanzi, and the Chroni- 
clers 'Collected and arranged by E. L. 
SEELEY. With S Coloured Plates and 24 
in Half-tone. The Edition de LUXB has 
5 additional Coloured Plates, 
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ART & LETTERS LIBRARY (THE)- 
continiced. 

Stories of the Flemish and Dutch 
Artists, from the Time of the Van 
Eycks to the End of the Seventeenth 
Century, drawn from Contemporary 
Records, Collected and arranged by 
Victor Reynolds. With 8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 in Half-tone. The Edition 
DE Luxe has 5 additionalColoured Plates. 

Stories of the English Artists, 
from Vandyck to Turner (1600-1851), 
drawn from Contemporary Records. Col- 
lected and arranged by RANDALL Davies 
and Cecil Hunt. With 8 Coloured 
Plates and 24 in Half-tone. The EDITION 
i>e Luxe has 5 additional Coloured 
Plates. 

The Xiittle Flowers of S. Francis 
of Assist. Transited by Prof. T 
W. Arnold. With 8 Coloured Plates 
and 24 in Half-tone. The EDITION DE 
Luxe has 5 additional Coloured Plates. 

Women of Florence. By Prof. Isi- 
) ioeo del Lunqo. Translated by Mary 
G. Stkegmann. With Introduction by 
Dr. GUIDO BlAGI, 2 Coloured Plates and 
24 in Half-tane. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
7.!. 6d. net ; parchmeut, 10s. 6d. net. 



ARTEMUS WARD'S Works, 

Crown 8vo, cloth, with Portrait, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



AUTHORS FOR THE POCKET— cant. 
OOtaa Pocket Emerson. 
The Pocket Thomas Hardy. 
The Pocket George Elliot. 
The Pocket Charles Kingsley. 
The Pocket Ruskin. 
The Pocket I<ord Beaconsfleld. 
The Flower of the Mind. 



BACTERIA, Yeast Fungi, and 
Allied Species, A Synopsis of. By 

W. B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



BALLADS and LYRICS of LOVE, 

selected from Percy's 'Reliques.' Edited 
with an Introduction by F. SlDGWicg. 
With 10 Plates in Colour after Byam 
SHAW, R.I. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. 
net ; Large Paper Edition, parchment, 
13.?. 6d. net. 
Legendary Ballads, selected from 
Percy's ■ Reliques.' Edited with an 
Introduction by F. SlDGWICK. Wilh 10 
Plates in Colour after BYAM SHAW, R.I. 
Large fcap. 410, cloth, 6s. net ; Large 
Paper Edition, parchment, 12s. 6d. net 



BARDSLEY (Rev. C. W.).— 

English Surnames : Their Sources 

and Significations. Cr. Svo, cloth, 7.?. 6d. 



ASHTON (JOHN), Books by 
English Caricature and Satire on 

Napoleon the First. With 115 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 7$. 6d. 
Social Xiife in the Reign of Queen 

Anne. With 85 Illustrations. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. 

Crown <Svo. cloth, 6s. each. 
Social England rander tha Ro- 

R'ency. With 00 Illustrations. 
Flbrizei's Folly: The Story of George 

JV. and Mrs. Fitzherbert. With 13 

■ Illustrations. 



AUSTEN (JANE), The Worksof: 

The ST. MARTIN'S ILLUSTRATED 
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, each Illus- 
trated with Ten Reproductions after 
Water-colours by A. Wallis Mills. 
With Bibliographical and Biographical 
Notes by R. BRIMLEY JOHNSON. Post8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. net per vol, The Novels are 
arranged in the following order. Vols I 
and II., PRIDE AND PREJUDICE : 
Vols. III. and IV., SENSE AND SENSI- 
BILITY ; Vol. V. NORTHANGER 
ABBEY : Vol. VI.. PERSUASION ■ 
Vols. VII. and VIII., EMMA; Vols. IX 
and X., MANSFIELD PARK. 



AUTHORS for the POCKET. 

Mostly compiled by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth, 3s.net each ; leather, 31. net each 

The Pocket R. jL. S. 

The Pocket Thackeray. 

The Pocket Charles Dickens. 

The Pocket Kichard Jefferies; 

The Pocket George MacDonald. 



BARSNQ-GOULD (S.), Novels by. 

"Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; POPULAR 
Edition!., medium 8vo, 6rf. each. 
Red Spider. I Hive. 



BARR (AMELIA E.).— Love will 

Venture in, Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3,5. 6d. 



BARR (ROBERT), Stories by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.9. 6d. each. 
Iii a Steamer Chair. With 2 Illusts. 
From Whose Bourne, &c. With 47 

Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others. 
Revenge! With 12 Illustrations by 

Lancelot Speed and others. 
M. Woman Intervenes. 
A Prince of Good Follows. With 

IS Illustra tions by E. J. SU LLIVAN. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Speculations of John Steele. 

The Unchanging Bast. 



BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea.;cl., 2.1. 6d. ea. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulioh. 
Xiittle Xiady Linton. 
Honest Davie. | Pound Guilty, 
John Ford ; and His Helpmate. 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
Liieut. Barnabas. 
For liOve and Honour . 
Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illust. 

boards, 2j. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Between Idfe and Death. 
Fettered for Life. 
A Missing Witness. With 8 Illus- 
trations by \V. H. Margetson. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets, 
The Harding Scandal. 
A Prodigal's Progress. 
Folly Morrison. 
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BARRETT (FRANK), Novels by-co?U. 
Crown 8vo, cl«th, 3s. 6d. eacii. 
Under a Strange Mask. With 19 

Illustrations by E. F. Brewtnall. 
Was She Justified? 
The Obliging , Husband. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Lady Judas. 
The Error of Her Ways. 

Fettered for Life. Popular Edition, 
medium 8vo. bd. 



BASKERVILLE (JOHN): A 

Memoir. By Eai.hi STRAUS and R. K. 
Dent. With 13 Plates. Large quarto, 
buckram, 2is t net. 



BATH (The) in Diseases of the 
Skin. By J. L. Milton. post Svo, is. ; 
cloch, is. 6d. 

BEACONS FIE LD, LORD.~ByT. 

P. O'Connor, M.P. Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 



BECHSTEIN(LUDWIQ), and the 

Brothers CJRliVlM.— As Pretty E3 
Seven, and other Stories. With 98 
Illustrations by RlCHTER. Square Svo, 
cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, <js. 6d. 



BEDE (CUTHBERT).— Mr. Ver- 
dant Qreen. With 65 Illustrations 
Post 8vo, is. net. 



BENNETT (ARNOLD), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Leonora. | is. Great Man. 
Teresa of Watling Street. With 8 

Illustrations by Frank Gillett. 
Tales of tha Five Towns. 
Sacred and Profane Love. 
Hugo. I The City of Pleasure. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Anna' of the Five 'Towns. 
The Gates of Wrath; 
The Ghost. 



The Grand Babylon Hotel. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; Popular Edition, 
medium Svo, 6d. 



BENNETT (W. C.).— Songs for 

Sailors. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 



BESANT and RICE, Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; post Svo, 
illust. bds. is. each ; cl. limp, 2s. td. each. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

Tha Golden Butterfly. 

My Little Girl. 

With Harp and Croizra, 

This Son of Vulcan. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

The Seamy Side. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
Twas in Trafalgar's Bay. 

The Tan Years' Tenant;. 



3E5ANT (Sir WALTER), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, xs. 
each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
With 12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

The Captain's Room, £x. 

All in a Garden Fair. With 6 Illus- 
trations bv Hakry Furniss. 

Dorothy Forster. With Frontispiece. 

Uncle Jack, and other Stories. 

Children of Gibeon. 

The World Went "sfeiry Well Then. 
With 12 Illustrations by A. Fgrkstiisr. 

Herr Faulus. 

The Bell of St. Paul's. 

For Faith and F.veed.om. With 
Illusts. bv A. Forestikk and F. W.uiDY. 

To Call Her Mine, &c. With 9 illus- 
trations by A. Fokestier. 

The Holy Rose, fee. With Frontispiece. 

Armorel of LyononsQ. With 12 Illus- 
trations by F. Barnard. 

St. Katharine's by tha Tower. 
With 12 Illustrations bv C. Grekn. 

Verbena Camellia Steph&not's. 

The Ivory Gate. 

The Rebel Ojueeis. 

Beyond the Brearas of Avarice. 
With 12 Illustrations bv W. H. Hyde. 

In Beacon's Orders, Sec. With Frontis. 

Tha Revolt of Mam. 

The Master Craftsman. 

Tha Cit y of Refuge. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 3s. td. each. 
A Fountain Sealed, 

The Channeling. 

The Fourth. Generation, 

The Orange Girl. With S Illustrations 
by F. Pegram. 

The Alabaster Box. 

Mia Lady of Lynn. With 12 Illustra- 
tions by G. Demain-Hasimond. 

No Other Way. With 12 Illustrations 
by C. D. War d. 

Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat bac'r, is. each. 
St. Katharine's by the Tower. 
The Re bel Queen. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions, pott 
Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 

London. 

Westminster. 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration with Prof. 
E. H. Palmer.) 

Sir Richard Wbittington. 

Gaspard de Coligny. 

All Sorts a nd Condi tions of Men. 

Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 

All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Golden Butterfly. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 

By Celia's Arbour. 

The Chaplain of tha Fleet. 

The Monks of Thelema. 

The Orange Gir-l. 

For Faith and Freedom. 

Children of Gibeosi. 

Dorothy Forster. 

Mo Other Way. 
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BESANT CSir Walter)— continued. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, js. 6d. each, 
London. With 125 Illustrations. 
Westminster. With Etching by F. S. 

Walkek, and 130 Illustrations. 
South London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 118 Illustrations. 
East London. With Etching by F. S. 

Walker, and 56 Illustrations by Pun. 

May, L. Raven Hill, and J. Pennell. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6j. each. 
Ms Wo Are and Ms Wa May Ba. 
Essays and Historiettes. 
The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Fifty Years Ago. With 144 musts. 
i'iie Charm, and other Drawing-room 

Plays. With 50 Illustrations by Ckri^ 

Hammond, &c. 



Art of Fiction. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, n. net, 



BIBLIOTHECA ROMANICA : A 

series of the Classics of the Romance 
(French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu- 
guese) Languages ; the Original Text, 
with, where necessary, Notes and Intio- 
ductions in the language of the Text. 
Small 8vo, single parts, 8d. net per 
vol. ; cloth, single parts, is. net per vol. 
Where two or more units are bouad in om 
volume (indicated by numbers againsl 
the title) the price in wrapper remains 8d. 
per unit, i.e., two numbers cost is. qd. ; 
three cost 2s. ; four cost 2.5. Sd. In the 
cloth binding the additional cost is 4*/. 
for the first, and id. for each succeeding 
unit : i.e., one unit costs is. ; two cost 
is. Qd. ; three cost is. 6d.\ four cost 35. 2d. 

1. Moli&re : I.e Misanthrope. 

2. Moliere : I.es Femmes savantes. 

3. Corneille : Le Cid. 

4. Descartes : Discouvs de la me- 

thode. 
5-6. Dante : Divina Commedia I. : 
inferno. 

7. Boccaccio : Decameron : Prima 

giornata. 

8. Calderon : La vida es suefio. 

9. Restif da la Bretonne : L'an 

2000. 

10. Camoes: OsLusiadas: Canto I., II 

11. Racine: Athalle. 

12-15. Petrai'ca : Kerum vulgarium 

fragmenta. 
16-17. Dante: Divina Commedia II.: 

Purgatorio. 
18-20. Tlllier : Mon oncle Benjamin. 

21-22. Boccaccio: Decameron : Seconda 

giornata. 
23-24. Beaumarchais : Le Barbier dt 

Seville. 

25. Camoes: OsLu»i»das: Canto III. 
IV. 
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26-28. Alfred de Musset : Comedies et 

Proverbes : La Nuit venitienne ; 

Andr£ del Sarto ; Les Caprices de 

Marianne; Fantasio ; Onnebudine 

pas avec l'amour. 
29. Corneilla : Horace. 
30-31. Dante: Divina Commedia III.: 

Paradiso. 
32-34. Prevost : Manon Lescaut. 
35 36. GEuvres de Maitre Francois 

Villon. 
37-39. GuillemdeCast.ro: Las M.ce- 

dadesdelCid, I., II. 
40. Dante: La Vita Nuova. 
41-44. Cervantes: Cinco Novelas ejem- 

plares. 

45. Camoes: ®s Lusiadas: Canto V., 

VI., VII. 

46. Moliere: L'Avare. 

47. Petrarca: I Trionfi. 

48-40. Boccaccio : Decameron : Terza 
giornnla. 
50. Corneilla: Cinna. 

51-52 Camoes : OsLusiadas : Canto VIII. 

IX., X. 
53-54 La Chanson de Roland. 
55-58 Alfred de Musset : Premieres 

Poesies. 
59. Boccaccio : Decameron : Quarta 

giornnta. 
60-61. Maistre Pierre Pathelln : 

Farce du XV« s'ecle. 



BIERCE (AMBROSE).— In the 

Midst of Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. ; 
nost Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



BILL NYE'S Comic History of 
the United States. With 146 Iilusts. 
by F. Opper. Crown 8vo. cloth. 35. td. 



B1NDL0SS (HAROLD), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Concession -Hunters. 
The Mistress of Bonaventure. 
ttaventry's Daughter. 

A Sower of Wheat. Cr. 8vo, el., 3s. td. 
Ainslie's Ju-ju. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. : picture cloth, flat back. 2$. 



BLAKE (WILLIAM), The Poet- 

ical Works of. Edited by E. J. Ellis. 
In 2 Vols., each with Photogravure 
Frontispiece, small demy 8vo, buckram, 
125. net ; half-leather, 15s. net. 

The Real Blake : A Portrait Biography 
by E. J. Ellis. With 13 Illustrations. 
Demy 8vo, buckram. 12s. net. 

William Blake : A Critical Study bv 
A. C. Swinbuijne. With a Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 

William Blake : Etchings from his 
Works (8 Steel Plates and 2 Lithographs) 
by W. B. Scott. Colombier folio, half- 
cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 



BOCCACCIO.— The Decameron. 

With a Portrait. Pott 6vo, cloth, gilt 
top, at. net ; leather, gilt edges, it. net. 
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BODKIN (McD., K.C.), Books by. 
Dora Myrl, the Lady Detective. 

Cr. 8vo, cl „ 31, bd. : picture c l., flat back, 2s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Shillelagh and Shamrock. 
Patsey< the Omadaun. 



BOURGET (PAUL).— A Living 

Lie. Translated by John Dk Vilueko. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 61/. 



BOYLE (F.), Works by. Post 

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Chronicles of No-Man's Land. 
Camp Motes. | Savage Life. 



BRAND (JOHN).— Observations 

on Popular Antiquities. Willi the 

Additions ot Sir Henky E1.LIS. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



BRAYSHAWtf. DODSWORTH). 

—Slum Silhouettes : Stones of London 
Lite. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. >hI. 



BREWER'S (Rev. Dr.) Diction- 

aries. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. bd. each. 
TheReader'sHand book of Famous 

Names in Fiction, Allusions, 

References, Proverbs, Plots, 

Stories, and Poems. 
A Dictionary of Miracles : Imitative, 

Kealistic. and Dogmatic. 



BREWSTER (Sir DAVID), 

Works by. Post Svo, cloth, 4.5. 6,1. each. 
More Worlds than One: Creed of 

Philosopher, Hope of Christian. Plates 
The Martyrs of Science: Galileo, 

Tycho Brahe, and Kepler. 
Letters on Natural Magic. Witt 

numerous illustrations. 



BRIDGE CATECHISM. By K 

H. Brydoes. Kcap. 8vo. cloth, 2s. bd. net 
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BUCHANAN (ROBERT), Poems 

and Novels by. 
Th*s Complete Poetical Works ot 

Robert Buchanan. 2 Vols., crown 

Svo, buckram, with Portrait Frontispiece 

to each volume, 12s. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3;. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards 2s each. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
Ccd and the Man. With n Illustra- 

tions by F. Barnard. 
Lady Kilpatrick. 
The Martyrdom of Madeline. 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
The New Ahclard. | Rachel fleno. 
Matt: A Story of a Caravan. 
The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and_the Man. 

Crown 8vo, doth, 35. 6d. each. 
Red and White Heather. 

Androm eda. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd, each. 
Tha Shadow of the Sword. 
Gcd and the Man. 
Foxglove Manor. 

The Shadow of the Sword, Large 
Type> Fine Paper Edition. Pott8\o, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
Zs. net. 

The Charlatan. By Robert Buchanan 
and Henry Murray. Crown Svo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by T. H. ROBINSON, 
3s. 6d. • post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



BRIDGE (J. S C.).— From Island 

to Empire : A History of the Expans 011 
of England by Force of Arms. With In- 
troduction by Adm. Sir Cy'pria m Bridge, 
Maps and Plans. Large crown Svo, 
cloth, 6s. net. 



BRIGHT (FLORENCE).— A Girl 

Capitalist. Crown 8vo cloth, 6s. 



BROWNING'S (ROBT.) POEMS 
Pippa Passes; and Men and 

Women. With 10 Plates in Colour 
after Eleanor F. Brickdale. Large 
fenp. 4to, cloth, 6s. net ; LARGE PAPER 
Edition, parchment, 12s. 6d. net. 
Dramatis Persons ; and Dramatic 
Romances and Lyrics. With 10 
Plates in Colour after E. F. BRICKDALE. 
Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 6s. net ; LARGE 
Paper Edition, parchment, 12?. bd. nrt. 



BRYDEN (H. A.).— An Exiled 

Scot. With Frontispiece by J. S 
C'ROMPTQN. R.I. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd 



BRYDGES (HAROLD). — Uncle 

Sain at Home. With 91 Illusts. Post 

Svo. Must hoards -?e. r:iothlimn. Is.bd. 



BURGESS (GELETT) and WILL 

IRWIN. — The Picaroons: A San 
Francisco Night's Entertainment. 

Cr'ium Svo cloih. is. ^d. 

BUkION (ROBERT). — The 

Anatomy of Melancholy. With a 
Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, 
cloth. 7s. bd. 



CAINE (HALL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 
2s. bd. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. ' 

A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

Also Library Editions of the three novels, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each ; Cheap Popu- 
lar Editions, medium Svo.portrai t cover, 
bd. each ; and the Fine Paper Edition 
of The Deemster, pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 3*. net. 



CAMERON (V. LOVETT).-The 
Cruise cl the 'Black Prince' 
Privateer. Cr. Svo, cloth, with 2 Illus- 
trations by P. Macnab, 3s. 6d. ; post Svo, 
picture boards, 2s. 



CAMPBELL (A. GODRIC). — 
Fleur- de- Camp : a Daughter of 
France. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



CARLYLE (THOMAS).— On the 

Choice of Books. Post Svo. cloth, is. bd. 
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CARROLL (LEWIS), Books by. 

Alice in Wonderland. With 12 
Coloured and many Line Illustrations by 
Millicent Sowerby. Large crown Svo, 
cloth gilt, 5j. net. 

Feeding the Mind. With a Preface 
by W. H. Draper. Post Svo, boards, 
is. net ; leather, 2r. net. 



CARRUTH (HAYDEN).— The Ad- 

ventures of Jones. With 17 Illusts, 
Fcap. Svo. picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



CHAMBERS (ROBERT W.), 

Stories o4 Paris Life by. 
The King in Yellow. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. ; fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
In the Quarter. Fcap. 8vo, cloth , is.6d. 



CHAPMAN'S (OEORQE) Works. 

Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones. — Vol. II., Poems and 
Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. 
Swinburne. — Vol. III., Translations oi 
the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., 
crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. td. each. 



CHAUCER for Children : A Gol- 
den Key. By Mrs. H.R. Haweis. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, *^s. (id. 
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story 
of his Times and his Work. By Mrs. 
H. R. Hawets. Demy 8vo, cloth' 2s. fid. 



CHESNEY (WEATHERBY), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
The Cable-man. | The Claimant. 
The Romance of a Queen. 



CHESS, The Laws and Practice 

of ; with an Analysis of the Openings. 
By Howard Staunton. Edited by 
R. B. WORMALD. Crown Svo, cloth, 5s. 
The Minor Tactics of Chess : A 

Treatise on the Deployment of the 
Forces in obedience to Strategic Princiole. 
By F. K. YOUNG and E. C. HOWELL. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. td. 
The Hastings Chess Tournament. 
The Authorised Account of the 230 Games 
played Aug. -Sept., 1S95. With Annota- 
tions by Pillseury, Lasker, Tarrasch, 
Steinitz, Sciiiffers, Teichmann, Bar- 
deleben, Blackburne, Guxsberg, 
Tinsley, Mason, and Albin ; Biographi- 
cal Sketches, and 22 Portraits. Edited by 
H. F. Cheshire. Crown 8vo. cloth, 5s' 



CHILD-LOVER'S CALENDAR, 

1909. With Coloured Iilusts. by Amelia 
Bauerle. i6mo, picture boards, 15. net. 



CLARE (AUSTIN), Stories by. 
For the .Love of a Lass. Post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 
By the Rise of the River. Crown 

8vo, cloth , 3s. td. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Tide-way. 
Randal of Randalholrae. 



CLODD (EDWARD). — Myths 



CL1VE (Mrs. ARCHER), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each ; illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Paul Ferroll. 

Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 



COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), 

Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, tllus- 

trated boards, 2s. 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2v. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown Svo, 

cloth, 35. td. 



COLLINS (J. CHURTON, M.A.), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3.?. td. each. 
Illustrations of Tennyson. 
Jonathan Swift. 



COLLINS (MORTIMER and 

FRANCES), Novels by. Cr.Svo, cl., 
3s. (>d. each ; post Svo, illustd. bds., 2s. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. 

You Play ma False. 

Blacksmith and Scholar. 

5he Village Comedy. 

Frances. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

Transmigration. 

A Fight with Fortune. 

Sweet Anna Page. 

Sweet and Twenty. 



COLMAN'S (GEORGE) Humor- 
ous Works: 'Broad Grins,' 'My 
Nightgown and Slippers,' &c. With 
Lite and Frontis. Crown Svo, cl., 3s. td. 



COLOUR-BOOKS: Topograph!- 

cal. Large fcap. 4to, cloth, 20s.net each. 

'Switzerland : The Country and 
its People. By Clarence Rook. 
With 56 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Iardine, and 24 in Two Tint?. 

•The Colour of London. By Rev. 
W. J. Loftie, F.S.A. With Introduction 
by M. H. Spielmaxn, F.S.A., and Illus- 
trations in Three Colours and Sepia 
bv the Japanese Artist, Yoshio Markino. 

•The Colour of Paris. By MM. les 
ACADEMICIENS GONCOURT. Edited by 
Lucien DESCAVES. With Introduction by 
L, Eexedite. Translated by M. D. Frost. 
Illustrated in Three Colours and Sepia, 
with an Essay, by Yoshio Markino. 

"Cairo, Jerusalem, and Damascus. 
By D. S. MARGOLIOUTH, Litt.D. With 
Illustrations in Three Colours by W. S. S. 
Tyrwhitt, R.B.A., and Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 
The Rhine. By Hi- "J. Mackinder. 
With Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Mrs. James Jardine, and Two Maps. 

•Assisi of St. Francis. By Mrs. 
Robert Goff. With Introduction by 
J. Kerr Lawson, Illustrations in Three 
Colours by Colonel R. Goff, and 
Reproductions of the chief Franciscan 
Paintings. 

«Dovon: its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
Northcote. With Illustrations in Threa 
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COLOUR-BOOKS— continued. 
The Greater Abbeys of England. 

By Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. With 
60 Illustrations in Three Colours by 
Warwi ck Goble. 

Large foolscap 4to, cloth, ioj. bd. net each. 
"Venice. By Beryl de Seljncourt and 
MaySturge-Henderson. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Reginald 
Barratt, A.R.W.S. 

Lisbon and Cirstra : with some Ac- 
count of other Cities and Sites in Portu- 
gal. By A. C. iNCHliOLD. With 30 Illus- 
trations in Three Colours by Stanley 

Inchbold. 

*From the North Foreland to Pen 

' zancc. By Clive Holland. With 

numerous Illustrations in Three Colours 

by Maurice Randall. Large [cap. 40, 

cloth, 12.5. bd. net. 

In the Abruzssi : The Country and the 
People. By Annk Macdonf.ll. With 
12 Illustrations in Three Colours by AMY 
Atkinson. Large crown 8vo, cl., 6s. net. 

Tha Barbarians of Morocco. By 
Count Sternberg. Translated by 
ETHEL Peck. With 12 Illustrations in 
Three Colours by Douglas Fox Pitt, 
R.I. Large crown Svo, cloth, 6s. net. 
%* Special Copies on pure rag paper of 
those marked* may be had. 



COLLINS (W1LKIE), Novels by. 

Cr. 8vo, cl., 3i. bd. each ; post8vo, picture 
boards, 2s. each ; cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each, 

Antonina. | Basil. I HideandSeek 

The Woman la White. 

The Moonstone. | Man and Wife. 

The Dead Secret. | After Dank. 

The Queen of Hearts. 

Ho Name I My Miscellanies. 

Armadale. | I J oor Miss Finch 

Miss or Mrs. ? I 5\he Black Kobe, 

The New Magdalen. 

Frozen Beep. | A Bogua's kifo. 

The kaw and the Lady. 

The Two Destinies. 

The Haunted Hotel. 

The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel's Daughter. 

Heart and Science. I ' I Say No.' 

The Evil Genius. | kittle Novels. 

Tha Lega cy of Cain. | E ltad. Love 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 

Antonina. 

The Woman in White. 

The Law and the Lady. 

Moonstone. | Tha Hey; Magdalen. 

The Dead Secret. I No fiame. 

Man and W ife | Armadale. 

The Woman in 'White. Large Type, 
Fine Paper Edition. Pott 8vo, cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. net : leather, gilt edges, 35. net. 

The Frozen Deep. Large Type Edit. 
Fcap. Svo. cl.. is. net ; leather, is. 6d. net. 



COLQUHOUN (M. J.).— Every 

Inch a Soldier. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. bd.; post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. 

CHI T.RDEAl'INfi M !„■>■*- = «n VtTj 



COLTON (ARTHUR). — The 

Belted Seas. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



COMPENSATION ACT (THE), 
1006: Who pays, to whom, to 
what, and when it is applicable. 

By A. Clement Edwards, M.P. Crown 
Svo, is. net ; cloth, is. 6d. net. 

COMPTON (HERBERT), Novels by. 

The inimitable Mrs, I'flassing- 
iiam. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. (id. ; Popu- 
lar Edition, medium 8vo, td. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Wilful Way. 
The Queen can do no Wrong. 
To Defeat tha Ends of Justice. 

COOPER (^7~H0TlNoveis by. 
QeoSfory Hamilton. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d. 
The Marquis and Pamela. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 6s. 

CORNISH (J. F.).— Sour Grapes. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 

CO~R N W A L L.— Popular 

Romances of the West of England : 
The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions 
of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT 
HUNT, F.R.S. With two Plates by 
George Cruikshank. Cr.8vo, cl., ys.6d. 



COURT (The) of the Tuiieries" 
1852 to 1870. By Le Petit Homme 
Pouge. With a Frontispiece. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 7.s. 6d. net. 



;RAD[>OCK (C. EGBERT), by. 
The Prophet of the. Great Smoky 

Mountains. Crown Svo, cloth, 3.1. bd.; 

post Svo, illustrate cl boards, 25. 
Kis Vanished Star. Cr. Svo, cl, 31. 6d. 
The Windfall. Crown Svo. cloth, r K . 



CRESSWELL (HENRY). —A 

Lady of Misrule. Crown Svo, cloth, 6.v. 



CRIM (MATT).— Adventures of 

a Fair Rebel. Crown Svo, cloth, 3 s. 6d. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, zs. 



CROCKETT (S. R.) and others.— 

Tales of our Coast. By S. R. 
Crockett, Gilbert Parker, Harold 
Frederic, ' Q., ' and W. Clark Russell. 
With 13 Illustrations by Frank Brang- 
wyn. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. bd. 



CROKER (Mrs. B. M.), NoveJs 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated hoards, 2s. each ; 

cloth limp, 2s. bd. each. 
Pretty Miss Neville. 
JL Bird of Passage. | Mr. JerYis. 
Diana Barrington. 
Two Masters. I Interference. 
A Family JJibeness. 
A Third Person. | Proraer Pride; 
Village Tales & Jungle Tragedies. 

nrti>»__ T**»»*1 Tifln'iJ «r TKttHr*-A 
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CROKER (Mrs. B. M.)— continued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. bd. each. 
In the Kingdom of Kerry; 
Miss Balmaine's Past. 
Jason. I Beyond the Pale. 

Terence; With 6 Illusts. by S. Pagkt. 
The Cat's-paw. With 12 Illustration? 

by Fred Pegram. 
The Spanish Necklace. With 8 

Illustrations by F. Pegram. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each : post Svo, 

cloth limp, 25. bd. each. 
Infatuati on. | Some One Else. 

'To Ijet.' Post Hvo, picture boards, zs. 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 



Popular Edition's, nicrii.im Svo, bd. each. 

Proper Pride. | The Cat's-pav/. 

Diana Harrington. 

Pretty Miss Neville. 

A Bird of Passage. 

Beyond the Pale. 

A Family Liikeness. 

C ROSS r(7il7^r)T=A _ Questlon of 

Means. Cr. 8vo, cloth, bs. [Shnr'ly 



CRUIKSHANK'S COMIC AL- 
MANACK. Complete in Two Series. 
The First from ' 1S35 to 1S43 : the 
Second, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering 
of the Best Humour of Thackeray. 
Hood, Albert Smith, Xc. With ™ 
mcrous Steel Engravings and Woodcut- 
by Cruikshank, Lan'dells, &c. Two 
Vols., crown Svo, cloth. js. bd. each. 



CUMMINO (C. F. GORDON), 

Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
In the Hebrides. With 24 Illustrations 
In the Himalayas and on the 

Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations 
Two Happy Years In Ceylon. 

With 28 illustrations. 
Via Cornwall to Egy pt. Fron'is . 

CUSSANSTJOHNTEoT— A Hand^ 

book of Heraldry; including instruc- 
tions for Tracing Pedigrees, Decipheriui.' 
Ancient MSS., Sc. With 408 Woodcut- 
and 2 CoM. Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth 6< 

DANBY (FRANK).— A toqueite 

in Crape. Foolscap 8vo, cloth, is. !i c. 



DaUDET (ALPHONSE). — Tiie 
Hvangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 

Cr, 8vo, cloth. 3.? bd. : P'»st 8vo, bds., 25 



DAVENANT (FRANCIS).— Mint* 

for Parents on Choice of Profession 

for their Sons. Crown Svo, is. bd. 



DAVIDSON (H. C.).— Mr. Sad= 

ler's Daughters. Cr. Svo. cloth, 3^. bd 

DAVIES~Tbr. N. E. YORKER 

Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl.. is. bd. ea 
One Thousand Medical Maxims 

and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide. 
The Dietetic Cure of Obesity 

(Foods for the Fat). With Chapter- 

on the Treatment of Gout by Diet. 



DAVIES' (Sir JOHN) Complete 

Poetical Works. Edited with Notes, 
by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., 

crown 8 *o, cloth, 35. bd. each. 



DEAKIN (DOROTHEA), Stories 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. bd. each. 
The Poet and the Pierrot. 
The Princess & the Kitchen-maid. 



DEFOE (DANIEL). — Robinson 
Crusoe. With 37 Illusts. bv George 
Cruikshank. Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition. Pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

OEMILLE (JAMES).— AStrange 
Manuscript found in a Copper 
Cylinder. Crown Svo, cloth, with 19 
Illustrations by Gilbert Gaul, 3.!. bd. ; 
post Svo, illustrated boards. 2s. 



DEVONSHIRE SCENERY, The 

History of. Bv Arthur W. Clayden, 
XI. A. With Ulus.bemySvo.cl.,10.5613'. net. 
Devon : Its Moorlands, Streams, 
and Coasts. By Lady Rosalind 
NOKTHCOTE. With Illustrations in Three 
Colours by F. J. Widgery. Large fcap. 
4*0. cl^th, 20?. net. 



DEWAR (T. R.). — A Ramble 

Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown Svo, cloth, Js. bd. 

DICKENS (CHARLES), The 

Speeches of. Edited and Annotated 
by R. H. Shepherd. With a Portrait. 
Pott Svo, cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. 
The Pocket Charles Dickens: being 

Favourite Passages chosen by Alfred 
H. Hyatt. i6mo. cloth, gilt top, 25. net ; 
leather, gilt top, 3.?. net. 

Character Portraits from 

Cickens. Selected and arranged by 
C.iarles Welsh. With a Portrait. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. net. 

'dictionaries. 

The Reader's Handbook of 
Famous Names in Fiction, 
Allusions, References, Pro- 
verbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. 

By Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 35. bd. 
A Dictionary of Miracles, 

Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By 

Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. down 8v 1, 

cloth. 3s. bd. 
Familiar Allusions. Ey William A. 

and Chakles G. Wheeler. Demy Svo, 

cloth. 7$. bd. net. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great 

Men. With Historical and Explanatory 

Notes by Samuel A. Bent, A.M. Crown 

Svo, cloth, 7.C. bd. 
The Slang Diction ary : Etymological, 

Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown Svo, 

cloth, bs. fd. 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A 

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out- 
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DIXON (WILLMOTT-).— The 

Rogue of R ye. Cr, Svo.cl., 6s. [Shortly 

DOBSON (AUSTIN), Works by. 

Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. With Fom 

Portraits. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. 

In Three Series, each 6s. ; also fiNt- 
paper Editions of the Three Serifs 
pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. net each ; leather, 
3s. net each. 

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and 
other Papers. With 2 Iilusu,.t un» 

Side-walk Studies. With <; Ulusts. 



DONOVAN (DICK), Detective 

Stories by. Post Svo, illustrates 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 21. 6d. each. 
Caught at Last. 
In the Grip of the Lawi 
Link by Link. 

From Information Received. 
Suspicion Aroused. . 
Biddies Read. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Crown 8vo, cl., 3.1-. bd. each ; picture ci. 

flat back, 25. each ; post Svo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 21. 6d.euch. 
The Man from Manchester. 
The Myst ery of Jamai ca Terrace. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. bd. each. 
Deacon Brodie ; or, Behind the Mask. 
Tyler Tat lock, Privat e Detective. 
Cr. 8vo, cl,, 35, 6rf. ea. ; pict. cl.. Hal bk. 2s. ea 
The Records of Vincent Trill. 

Tales of Terror. 

Crown Svo, cloth, $s. bd. each ; post Svo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 

2s. 6d. each 
Chronicles of Michael Danevitch. 
A Detective's Triumphs. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan ? 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. each : 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; clotl 

limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
Wanted! I The Man . Hunter. 
Dark Deeds. Crown t>vo, cioth limp, 

2s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2*. 



D0WL1NQ (RICHARD). — Old 

Corcoran'g Money. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 3s r.,/ 



DOYLE (A. CONAN).— The Firm 

oSGirdlestone. Crown Svo. cloth. 3.!. 6,1. 



DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. 

Edited by Col, CUNNINGHAM. Cr. Svo. 
cloth, with Portraits, $s. 6d. per Vol. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, 
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio- 
graphical Memoir by William Gifford. 
Three Vols. 

Chapman's Works. Three Vols! Vol. 
I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II,, 
Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Essay by A. C. Swinburne; Vol. III., 
Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 

Marlowe's Works. One Vol. 

Massinger's Plays. From Gifford': 

Text. 1 1> p \'r\\ 



DUMPY BOOKS (The) for 

Children. Roy. 321T10, cloth, is. net ea, 

1. The Flamp", The Ameliorator, 
and The Sclrool-boy's Appren- 
tice. By E. V. Lucas. 

2. Mrs. Turner's Cautionary 
Stories. 

3. The Bad Family. By Mrs. 

I'ENWICK. 

4. The Story of Little Biack 
Sambo. By Helen Bannerman. 
Illustrated in colours. 

5. The Bountiful Lady. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

7. A Flow©? Book. Illustrated in 
colours by Nellie Benson. 

8. The Pink Knight. By J. R. Mos- 
sell. Illustrated m colours. 

9. The Little Clovj-n. By Thomas 
Cobb. 

10. A Horse Book. By Mary Tourtel. 
Illustrated in colours. 

11. Little People: an Alphnhet. By 
Henry Mayer and T. W. H. lrosland. 
Illustrated in colours. 

12. A Dog Book. By Ethil Bicknell. 
With Pictures in colours by Carton 
Moore Park. 

13. The Adventures of Samuel 
and Selina. By Jean C Arciieu. 
Illustrated tn colours. . 

14. The Little Girl Lost. By Eleanor 
Raper. 

15. Doilies. By Richard Hunter. 
Illustrated in colours by Ruth Cobb. 

13. The Bad Mrs. Ginger. Bv Honor 
0. Appleion. Illustrated in colours. 

17. Peter Piper's Practical Prin- 
ciples. Illustrated in colours. 

18. Little "White Barbara. By 
Eleanor March. Illustrated in colours. 

20. Towlocka and his Wooden 
Horso. By Alice M. Appleion. 
llius. in colours bv Honor C. Appleton. 

21. Threa Little Foxes. By Mary 
Tourtel. illustrated in colours. 

22. The Old Man's Bag. By T. W. 

H. CROSLAN'D. lllus. bv 1. R. MoNSELL. 

23. Three Little Goblins. By M. 

G. Taggart. Illustrated in colours. 

25. More Dollies. By Richard Hun- 
ter. Illus. in colours bv Ruth Cobb. 

2S. Little Yellow Wang-lo. By M. 
C. Bell. Illustrated 111 colours. 

23. The Sooty Man. Bv E. B. 
Mackinniin and Eden Coylee. Illus. 

30. Rosalina. Illustrated in colours by 
Jean C. Archer. 

SI. Sammy and the Snarlywink. 
Illustrated in colours by Lena and NOR- 
MAN Ault. 

33. Irene's Christmas Party. By 
Richard Hunter Illus. by Ruth Cobb. 

34. The Little Soldier Book, liy 
Jessie Pope. Illustrated in colours by 
Henry Mayer. 

35 The Dutch Doll's Dirties. By 

C. Aubrey Moore. 
53. Ten LiiUe rJiggor Eoya. By 
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DUMPY BOOKS— continued. 

37. Humpty D nmpty's Iilttls Son. 

By Helen R. Cross. 

38. Simple Simon. By Helen R. 
CROSS. Illustrated in colours. 

39. The Little Frenchman'. By 

Eden Coybee. Illustrated in colours by 
K. J. Fricero. 
50. The Potato Book. By Lily 
Schokield. Illustrated in colours. 



DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. each. 
A Social Departure. With in 

Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEXD. 
An American Girl in London. 

With So Illustrations by F. H. Townsknd. 
The Simple Ad-srentures of a 

Mamsa hlb. With 37 Il lustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. ctd. each. 
A Daughter of To-Day. 
Vernon' s Au n t. With 47 Illustration s. 

DUTY(ROMESH~C. ) E ng-land 

and India: Progress during One 
Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



DYSON (EDWARD). — In the 

Roarinp Fifties. Crown Svo. cloth, fit 



EARLY ENGLISH POETS. 

Edited by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. per Volume. 

Fletcher's (Giles) Poems. One Vol. 

Davies' (Sir John) Complete 
Poetical Works. Two Vols. 



EARLY PAINTERS SERIES.— 

For details of three important Series 
of Facsimiles in Colour of Selected 
Works of The Early Painters of the 
Netherlands, of The Early German 
Painters, and of Italian Painters of 
the XVth and XVlth Centuries, see 
special Prospectus, to be had upon 
application. 



EDWARDES (Mrs. ANNIE), 

Novels by. 
A Point of Hoaonr, Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. 
Archie liovell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3.?. bd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Plaster Saint. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



EDWARDS (ELIEZER. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic- 
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-lhe- 
Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. 



EGERTON (Rev. J. C.).— 
Susses Folk and Sussex Ways. 

W ith Four Illusts. Crown Svo. cloth. 5s. 



EGGLESTON (EDWARD).- 

Roxy. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2.5 



ELBE (LOUIS). — Future Life 

in the Light of Ancient Wisdom 
and Modern Science. Crown 8vo., 
clolh, 6s. net. 



ENGLISHMAN (An) in Paris: 

Recollections of Louis Philippe and the 



ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, The: 

A Practical Guide for Selecting or Building 
a House. By C. J. Richardson. With 
Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



EPIST0L/£ QBSCURORUM 

Virorum (1515-1517). Latin Text, 
with Translation, Introduction, Notes, 
&c, by F. G. Stokes. A limited edition. 
Royal 8vo, cloth. [Preparing 



EYES, Our,: How to Preserve 

Them. By JOHN BROWNING, Crown 
8vo, cloth, 15. 



FAMILIAR ALLUSIONS: Mis- 

cellaneous Information, including Cele- 
brated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, 
Country Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, 
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, &c. 
By W. A. and C. G. Wheeler. Demy 
8vo. cloth, 7s. bd. net. 



FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS 
of Qreat Men. By S. A. Bent, A.M. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. (id. 



FARADAY (MICHAEL), Works 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. ad. each. 

The Chemical History of a 
Candle : Lectures delivered before a 
Juvenile Audience. Edited by WILLIAM 
Crookes, F.C.S. With numerous Illusts. 

On the Various Forces of Nature, 
and their Relations to each 
Other. Edited by WILLIAM CROOKES, 
F.C.S. With Illustrations. 



FARRER (J. ANSON).— War: 

Three Essays. Crown Svo, cloth, tj. M. 



FENN (G. MANV1LLE), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The New Mistress. 
Witness to the Deed. 
The Tiger Iiily. 
The Whi te Virgin. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
A Woman "Worth Winning. 
Cursed by a Fortune. 
The Case of Aiisa Gray. 
Commodore Junk. 
Black Blood. I In Jeopardy. 
Double Cunning. 
A Fluttered Dovecote. 
King of the Castle. 
The Master of the Ceremonies, 
The Story of Antony Grace. 
The Man with a Shadow. 
One Maid's Mischief. 
This Man's "Wife. 
The Bag of Diamonds, and Three 

Bits of Paste. 
Running Amok. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 0s. each. 
Black Shadows. 
The Cankerworm. 
So Like a Woman, 

A Crimson Crime. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
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FICTION, a Catalogue of, with 

Descriptions and Reviews of nearlv 
Twelve Hundred Novels, will be 
sent free by CHATTO & WlNDUS upon 
application. 



FIREWORK - MAKING, The 

Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish, With 
267 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, clolh, 31. td. 



FISHER (ARTHUR O.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, ts. each. 

Withyford. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece by G. D. Armour, and 5 Plates in 
sepia by R. H. BUXTON. 

The land of Silent Feet. With a 
Frontispiece bv G. D. ARMOUR. 



FITZGERALD (PERCY), by. 

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. td. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ?s. each. 
Bella Donna. | Polly. 
The Lady of Brantome. 
Never Forgotten. 
The Second Mrs. TUlctson. 
Seventy-five Brooke Street. 



FLAMMARION (CAAiiLLE).— 
Popular Astronomy. Translated 
by ]. Ellard Gore, F.R.A.S. With Thre>. 
Plates and 288 Illustrations. A New 
Edition, with an Appendix giving the 
results of Recent Discoveries. Medium 
8vo, cloth, 10s. td. 

fleTche'r^s (Giles; bTdT) 

Complete Poems : Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Victorie on Earth, Triumph over 
Death ; with Minor Poems. Notes .by 
Rev. A. B. GROSART. Cr. Svo.cl. 31. 6d. 



FLORENCE PRESS BOOKS.— 

For information as to this important 
Series, printed from a new type designed 
by Herbert P. Horne, now first 
engraved, see special Prospectus. 



FORBES (Hon. Mrs. WALTER). 

— Dumb. Crown 8vo doth, 3s. 6d. 



FRANCILLON (R. E.). Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 

One by One I A Seal Quaen. 

A Dog and tola Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. With Ill ustrations. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 
Queen Cophetua. | Olympia. 
Romances of the Lara. 
King or Knave ? 

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3j. 6d. 



FRANCO - BRITISH EXHSBI = 
TION Illustrated Review (The), 
1908. A Complete Souvenir of the Ex- 
hibition. Profuselv illustrated. Edited 
by F. G. Dumas. 'Large folio, pictorial 
cover. <is. net: cloth. 6s. td. net. Also 



FREDERIC (HAROLD), Novels 

by. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each; 

illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
Seth's Brother's Wife. 
The Lanrton Girl. 



FRY'S 


(HERBERT) 


Royal 


Guide 


to the London 


Charities. 


Edited 


by John Lane. 


Published 


Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 


ii. td. 



GARDENING BOOKS. Post8vo, 

is. each ; cloth, is. td. each. 
A Year's Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse. By George Gi.enny. 
Household Horticulture. By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 

By Tom Jerrold. 
Our Kitchen Garden. By Tom 

Jerrold. Post 8vo. cloth, u net. 

Sir William Temple" upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus ; together 
with other XVlIth Century Garden 
Essays. Edited, with Notes and Introduc- 
tion, by A. Forbes Sieveking, F.S.A. 
With 6 Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth 
or board3, 11. td. net ; quarter vellum, 
2t. td. net. : three-quarter vellum, 51. net. 



UAULOT (PAUL), Books by. 

The Red Shirts: A Tale of 'The 
Terror.' Translated by John de Vil- 
LIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontis- 
piece by Stanley Wood, 31, td, ; picture 

cloth, fiat back, 21. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, b.i. each. 

Love and Lovers of the Past. 
Translated by C. Laroche. M.A. 

A Conspiracy under tha Terror. 
Translated by C. LAROCHE, M.A, With 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
Translated "by Edgar Taylor. With 
Introduction by John Ruskin, and 22 
Steel Plates after George Cruikshank, 
Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 6s. 



GIBBON (CHARLES), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. td. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 21. each. 
Robin Gray. 
The Golden Shaft. 
The Flower of the Forest. 
The Braes of Yarrow. 
Of High Degree. 
Queen of the Meadow. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What Will tha Wo?ld Say? 
For the King. | A Hard Knot. 
In Pastures Graen. 
In Love and "War. 
A Heart's Problem. 
By Mead and Stream. 
Fancy Free. | Loving a Dream. 
In Honour Bound. 
Heart's Delig ht. I Blo od-Money. 
The DaacfHeart. Post 8vo, illustrated 
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GERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Queen of Curds and Cream, Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. 



GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE). 

Sentenced 1 Cmwn fivn rWh *<■ * 



GIBSON (L. S.), Novels ay. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. esch. 
The Freemasons. | Burnt Spices. 
Ships of Desii'e. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM).— James 

Duke, Costermonger. Post8vo, illus 
trated boards, 2s. 



GILBERT'S (W- S.) Original 

Plays. In 3 Series, post 8vo, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains : The Wicked 
World — Pygmalion and Galatea — 
Charity — The Princess — The Palace ol 
Truth— Trial by Jury— Iolanthe. 

The Second Series contains: Broken 
Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l Druce— Tom Cobb 
— H.M.S. 'Pinafore' — The Sorcerer— 
The Pirates of Penzance, 

The Third Series contains : Comedy and 
Tragedy — Foggerty's Fairy — Rosen- 
crantz and Guildenstern — Patience — 
Princess Ida — The Mikado— Ruddigore 
■ — The Yeomen of the Guard — The Gon- 
doliers — The Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight Original Comic Operas 
written by W. S. GILBERT. Two Series, 
demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains : The Sorcerer 
—H.M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pirates of 
Penzance — Iolanthe — Patience — Prin- 
cess Ida — The Mikado — Trial by Jury. 

The Second Series contains: The Gon- 
doliers — The Grand Duke — The Yeomen 
of the Guard — His Excellency — Utopia. 
Limited — Ruddigore — The Mountebanks 
— Haste to the Wedding. 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birth- 
day Book: Quotations for Every Day 
in the Year. Compiled by A. Watson. 
Royal i6mo, cloth. 2s. 6d. 



GISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, git top, 6s. each. 
A Secret of the North Sea. 
Knitters in the Sun. 
The Wealth of Mallerstang. 
An Angel's Portion. 
Ballol O arth. 

The Dreams of Simon Usher. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



GLANV1LLE (ERNEST), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Lost Heiress. With 2 Illustra- 
tions by Hume Nisbet. 

The Fossicker: A Romance of Mash- 
onaland. Two lllusts. by Hume Nisbet. 

A Fair C olonist. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 35 6d. each. 

The Golden Rock. With Frontispiece 
by Stanley Wood. 



G LENNY (GEORGE).— A Year's 
Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 

Practical Advice as to Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame Garden Post 8vo. is. : cl„ is. tvt. 



GODWIN (WILLIAM). — Lives 

of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl.. 2s. 



GOLDEN TREASURY of 

Thought, The : A Dictionary of Quo- 
tations from the Best Authors, By 
Theodore Taylor. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 



GOODMAN (E. J.)— The Fate of 

Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo. cl., 3s. 6d. 



GORDON (SAMUEL). — The 
Ferry of Fate : a Tale of Russian 
Jewry. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6.5. 



GORE (J. ELLARD, F.R.A.S.). 

— The Stellar Heavens: an Introduc- 
tion to the Study of the Stars and 
Nebula;. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. net. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Studies in Astronomy. With 8 
plates. 

Essays, Historical 



Astronomical 

and Descriptive. 



With 6 plates. 



GRACE (ALFRED A.).— Tales 

of a D ying Race. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. bd. 



GREEKS AND ROMANS, The 

Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. 
KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HOEFFER. 
With 545 Illu-Hs. Demy 8vo, cl., 7s 6d. 



GREEN (ANNA KATHARINE), 

Novels by. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Millionaire Baby. 
The Wo man in the Al cove. 
The Amethyst Box. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. bd. 

GREENWOOD (JAMES).— The 
Prisoner in the Dock. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3j. 6d. 



GREY (Sir GEORGE). —The 

Romance of a Proconsul. By James 

MlLNR. C'own Svt % buckram. f\* 



GRIFFITH (CEClLj.— Conntnia 

Marazion. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. 



GRIFFITHS (Major A.).— No. 99, 

and Blue Blood. Ciown 8vo. cloth, -is. 



GUNTER (A. CLAVERJNG).— A 

Florida Enchantment. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. 6d. 



GUTTENBERG (VIOLET), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Neither Jew nor Greek. 
The Power of the Palmist. 



GYP. — CLOCLO. Translated by 

Nora M. Statu \m. Cr. 8vo, cl., ?s. 6d. 



HAB8ERTON (JOHN).— Helen's 
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HAIR, The: Its Treatment in 

Health, Weakness, and Disease. 

Translated from the German of Dr. J. 
Ptvcxw. Crown 8vo, is. : cloth, is. 6d. 



HAKE (Dr. T. GORDON), Poems 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
New Symbols. 
Legends of the Morrow. 
The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth, 8,t. 



HALL (Mrs. S. C.).— Sketches 

of Irish Character. With Illustra- 
tions on Steel and Wood by Ckuik- 
shank, Maclise, Gilbkrt, and Harvey. 
Demy 8vo. cloth, 7.1. 6d. 



HALL (OWEN), Novels by. 

The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Jetsam. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Eureka. I Hernando. 



HALLIDAY (ANDREW).- 

Every-day Papers. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



HAMILTON (COSMO), Stories 
by. 
The Clamour of the Impossible; 
and Through a Keyhole. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3j. 6d. 

Nature's Vagabond, &c. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, fi.s. 



HANDWRITING, The Philo- 

sophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles. 
Ky Don Felix de Salamanca. Post 
8vo, half-cloth, 2s. 6d. 



HARDY (IZA DUFFUS), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Lesser Evil. 
Man, Woman, and Fata. 
A Butterfly. 



HARDY (THOMAS). — Under 

the (i reenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth 
3s. 6d. ; illustrated b iards, 2*. ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. Also the Fine Papek 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 21. net . 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net ; and the Cheap 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 



HARKINS (E. F.).— The Schem- 

ers. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



HARRIS (JOEL CHANDLER), 

Books by. 

Uncle Remus. With 9 Coloured and 

50 other Illustrations by j. A. SHEPHERD. 

Pott 4to. cloth, gilt top, 6s. 

Nights with Wncla Remus. With 



HARTE'S (&RET) Collected 

Works. LIBRARY EDITION, in Ten 

Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Vol. I. Complete Poetical and 
Dramatig Works. With Port. 
„ II. The Luck of Roaring Camp- 
Bohemian Papers— American 
Legends. 
„ III. Tales of the Argonauts- 
Eastern Sketches. 
„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. 
„ V. Stories — Condensed Novels. 

VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope. 
„ VII. Tai.esofthePacificSlope— II. 
With Portrait by John Pettie. 
„ VIII. Tales of Pine and Cypress. 
„ IX. Buckeye and Chappark.l. . 
X. Tales of Trail and Town. 

Bret Harte's Choice Works in Prose 
and Verse. With Portrait and 40 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. 6d. 

Bret Harte's Poetical Works, in- 
cluding Some Later Verses. Crown 
8vo, buckram, t,s. 6d. 

In a Hollow of the Hills. Crown 
8vo. picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Condensed Novels. (Two Series in 
One Volume.) Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 
2i. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
On the Old Trail. 
Under the Redwoods. 
Prom Sandhill to Pine. 
Stories in Light and Shadow. 
Mr. Jack Hamlin's Mediation. 
Trent's Trust. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each : post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. 

A Waif of tha Plains. With 60 Illus- 
trations by Stanley L. Wood. 

A Ward of tha Golden Gate. With 
59 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 
Susy. With 2 Musts, by J. A. Christie. 
Tha Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. 

With 39 Illusts. by DUDLEY HARDY, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the American War. 

Wi th 8 Illustrations by A. Jule Goodman. 
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustra- 
tions by A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c. 
Devil's Ford, &c. 
The Crusade of tha ' Excelsior.* 

With Frontis. by J. Bernard Partridge. 
Three Partners; or, The Bi£ 

Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. 

With 8 Illustrations bv J. Gulich. 
Tales of Trail and Town. With 

Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. 
Condensed Novels. New Series. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3.1. 6d. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 2s. each. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle's Client. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's. 
With numerous Illustrations. 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



14 



HARTE (BRET)— continued. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Lrack of Roaring Camp, and 
Sensation Hovels Condensed. 
(Also in picture cloth at same price.) 
An Heiress of Red Bog. 
The Xiuck of Roaring Camp, 
Californian Stories. 



Post Svo, illus. bds., 2s. each ; cloth, 2.?. 6d. each . 
Flip. I A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Maruja. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 
8vo, picture boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

HAWEIS (Mrs. H. R.), Books by. 

The Art of Dres3. With 32 Illustra- 
tions. Post Svo, is. ; cloth, is. td. 

Chaucer for Schools. With Frontis- 
piece. Demy Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Chaiscer for Children. With 8 
Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.).— Ameri = 
can Humorists: Washington 
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, 
James Russell Lowell, Artemus 
Ward, Mark Twain, and Bret Harte. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), 

Novels by. Crown ovo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

each ; post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Garth. ] Ellice Quantin. 
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. 
Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
IS. Poin&exter's Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera. 

Crown Svo, cioth, 35. 6d. each. 
Sebastian 3troma. 

SiCH/G— or a Nama. 

Xflisa Cadogna. Post Svo, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 



HEALY (CHRIS), Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. each. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
Hairs of Reuben. 
ISara. 

5?he Endless Heritage. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 



HELPS (Sir ARTHUR). — Ivan 

de Blron. Crown 8vo, cloth 35. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated, boards, 25. 



HENTY (Q. A.), Novels by. 
Rujub, the Juggler. Post Svo, cloth, 
35. 6d. ; illustrated boards. 25. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
The Queen's Cup. 
Dorothy's Double. 
Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. 



HENDERSON (ISAAC).— Agatha 

Page. Crown 8vo, cloth. 31. (id. 



HERBERTSON (JESSIE L. 

Jimia. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



HILL (HEADON).— Zambra the 

Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



HILL (JOHN), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2s. 
The Common Ancestor. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3^. bd. 



HINKSON (H. A.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
Fan Fitzgerald. | Silk and Steel. 



HOEY (Airs. CASHEL).— The 

Lover's Creed. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 



HOFFMANN (PROFESSOR).— 

King Koko. A Magic Story. With 25 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. net. 



HOLIDAY, Where to go for a. 

Ey E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell, John 
Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett 
Cameron, Justin H. McCarthy, Paul 
Lange, J. W. Graham, J. H. Salter, 
Phcebe Allen, S. J. Beckett, L. Rivers 
Vine, and C. F. Gordon Cumming. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



HOLMES (C. J., M. A.).— Notes 
on the Science of Picture-making. 

With Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 
8vo, cloth, 7j. 6d. net, [Preparing. 



HOLMES (0. WENDELL).— 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast - 
Table. Illustrated by J. Gordon 
Thomson. Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net.; leather, gilt 
edges, ss. net. 



HOOD'S (THOMAS) Choice 

Works in Prose and Verse. With 
Life of the Author, Portrait, and 200 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 



HOOK'S (THEODORE) Choice 

Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures. Eons Mots, Puns, 
Hoaxes. With Life and Frontispiece. 
Crown Svo, cloth, $s. 6d. 

HOPKINS (TIGHE), Novels, by. 

For Freedom. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
'Twixt liove and Duty. 
The Incomplete Adventurer. 
The Nugents of Carriconna. 
Nell HatTemden. With 8 Illustrations. 



HORNE (R. HENQ 1ST).— Orion. 

With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7j. 



HORNIMAN (ROY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth; 6.?. each. 
Bellamy the Magnificent. 
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HORNUNQ (E. W.), Novels by. 
The Shadow of the Rope. Crown 

8vo, cloth , 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 'as. each. 
Stingarea. | & Thief in the Night. 



HUGO (VICTOR).— The Outlaw 

of Iceland. Translated by Sir Gilhert 
Campuell. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



HUME (FERGUS), Novels by. 
The Lady From Nowhere. Cr. 8vo, 

cloth, 3s. 6d.; picture cloth, (iat back, 2s. 
The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 

8vo. cloth, 3«. td. 
The Wheeling Light. Crown 3vo, 

cloth, gilt top. o.t. 



HUNQERFORD (Mrs.), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6rf. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; 

cloth limp, 2s, 6d. each. 
The Professor's Experiment. 
Nora Creina. 
Lady Turner's Flight. 
Lady Patty. | Jt'eter's Wlfo. 
The Red-House Mystery. 
An Unsatisfactory Lovor. 
April's Lady. 
A Maiden All Forlorn. 
The Three Graces. 
A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. | A Modern Circe. 
In Dura nce Yilo. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each. 
An Anxious Moment. 
A Point of Conscience. 
The Coming of Chloe. | Lovice. 

The Red-House Mystery. Popular 
Edition, medium 8vo. 6rf. 



HUNT (Mr*. ALFRED), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 35. 6d. each ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. 

Self-Condemned. 

That Ot her Person. 

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. td. 



HUTCHINSON (W- M.) —Hints 

on Colt- Breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. v 



HYAMSON (ALBERT).— A His= 
tory of the Jews in England. With 
16 Portraits and Views and 2 Maps. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. net. 



HYAT.T (A. H.), Topographical 

Anthologies by. Pott 8vo, cloth, Mill 
top, 2s. net each ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net each. 

The Charm of Lonclon. 

The Charm of Edinburgh. 

The Char m of V enic e. 

INDOOR PAUPERS; By One of 

Them. Crown Svo, is. ; clot h, i.v. 6a. 

INMAN (hYrBERT) and 



INNKEEPER'S HANDBOOK 
(The) and Licensed Victualler's 

Manual. By J. Trevor-Davies. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



JAMES (C. T. C.).— A Romance of 

the Queen's Hounds. Crown Svo, 
cloth, i.v. bd. 



JAMES (Q. W.). — .Scragglas: 
The Story of a Sparrow. With 6 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 2j. 6d. 



JAMESON (WILLIAM).— My 

Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 



JAPP (Dr. A. H.).— Dramatic 

Pictures. Crown 8vo, cloth. f,s. 



JEFFERIES (RICHARD), by. 

The Life of the Fields. Post Svo, 
cloth, zs.6d. ; Large Type, Fine Paper 
Edition, pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, ?.s. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. Also a New 
Edition, with 12 Illustrations in Colours 
by M. U. Clarke, crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
net ; parchment, 7*. 6d. net. 

The Open Air. Post Svo, cloth, as. 6d.\ 
Large Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 
8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt 
edges, 3s. net. Also a New Edition, 
with 12 Illustrations in Colours by RUTH 
DOLLMAN, crown Svo, cloth, 5j. net ; 
parchment, 7j. 6d. net. 

Nature near London. Crown Svo, 
buckram, 6s. ; post Svo, c!., 2s. 6d. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo,cl., 
gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 3i.net. 
Also a New Edition, with 12 Illus- 
trations in Colours by Ruth Dolltjan, 
crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. net ; parchment, 
Is. 6d. net. 

The Pocket Hiohard Jeffaries : 
being Passages chosen from the Nature 
Writings of JEFFERIES by ALFRED H. 
HY'ATT. i6mo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net. ; 
leather, gilt top, 3s. net. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. 
Bv Sir Walter Besant. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 



JEROME (JEROME K.).— Stage- 
land. With 64 Illustrations by J. Ber- 
nard Partridge. Fcap. 4to, is. 



JERROLD (TOM), Works by. 

Post Svo, 15. each ; cloth, is. td. each. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. 
Househol d .Horticultu re. 

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants We 
Grow, and How We Cook Them. Post 
Svo, cloth, is. net 



JOHNSTON (R.).— The Peri! of 

an Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

JONES"" (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), 

Books by. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s.6rf.each. 

Finger-King Jjofs: Historical, Legend- 
ary, and Anecdotal. With numerous 
Illustrations. 

ri...^v*rr^,'- ortrS (Hrh^rtr? ** ?A nn n. With 01 
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CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



JONSON'S (BEN) Works. With 

Notes and Biographical Memoir by 
WILLIAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel 
Cunningham. Three Vols., crown 8vo, 
cloth, ss. bd. each. 



JOSEPHUS, The Complete 
Works of. Translated by William 
WHISTON. Containing ' The Antiquities 
of the Jews,' and ' The Wars of the Jews.' 
With 52 Illustrations and Maps. Two 
Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth. 12s. bd. 



KEATING (JOSEPH).— Maurice. 

Cnnvn 8vo. clurh, 6*. 



KaMPLING (W. BAILEY).— The 
Poets Royal of England and Scot- 
land : Original Poems by Royal and 
Noble Persons. With Notes and 6 Photo- 
gravure Portraits. Small 8v'o, parchment, 
6s. net ; vellum, ys, bd. net. Also an 
Editfon in THE KING'S CLASSICS (No. 39). 



KERSHAW (MARK).— Colonial 
Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 
2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 



KING (LEONARD W., M.A.). 

A History of Babylonia and Assyria 
from the Earliest Times until the 
Persian Conquest. With Maps, 
Plans, and Illustrations after all the 
principal Monuments of the Period. la 
3 volumes, royal 8vo, buckram. Each 
volume separately, 18s. net ; or per set of 
3 volumes, if subscribed for before the 
issue of Vol. I., £2 12s. bd. net. 
Vol. I.— A History of Sumer and 
Akkad : An account of the Primi- 
tive Inhabitants of Babylonia from 
the Earliest Times to about B.C. 2000. 
„ II.— A History of Babylon from 
the First Dynasty, about B.C. 2000, 
until the Conquest by Cyrus. B.C. 539. 
„ III.— A History of Assyria from 
the Earliest Period until the Fall of 
Nineveh, B.C. 606. [Preparing 



KING (R. ASHE), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
' The Wearing of the Green.' 
Passion's Slave; | Bell Barry, 
A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo, cloth 

3s. bd. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 



KING'S CLASSICS (The). 

General Editor, Professor I. GOLLANCZ, 
Litt.D. Printed on laid paper, )6mo, 
each with Frontispiece, gilt top. Quar- 
ter bound grey boards or red cloth, 
is. bd. net each ; quarter vellum, cloth 
sides, 2j. bd. net each ; three-quarter 
vellum, 5 s. net each. 

Volumes now in course of publication : 

35. Wine, Women, and Song: 
Mediaeval Latin Students' Songs. Trans- 
lated into English, with an Introduction, 
bv John Adding™* Symonds. 

36, 37. George Pettie's Petite Pal- 



KINO'S CLASSICS (The)— continued. 

38. Walpole's Castle of Otranto. 

By Sir Walter Scott. With Intro- 
duction and Preface by Miss SPURGRON. 

39. The Poets Royal of England 
and Scotland. Original Poems by 
Kings and other R y.tl and Noble 
Persons, collected and edited by W. 

BAILEY KEMPLING. 

30. Sir Thomas Slore's Utopia. 

i-.dited by Robert Steele, F.S.A. 

51. 1 Chaucer's Legend of Good 
Women. In Modem English, with 
Noles and Introduction by Professor 
\V. W. Skeat. 

92. Swift's Battle of the Books. 
Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by 
A. GUTHKEI.CH. 

43. Sir William Temple upon the 
Gardens of Epicurus, with 
other 17th Century Garden 
Hlssays. Edited, witli Noies and Intro- 
duction, by A. FOKbES Sieveking, F.S.A. 

49. The Pour Last Things, by Sir 
I'HOMAS MORE ; together with A 
Spiritual Consolation and 
other Treatises by John Fisher, 
B.shop of Rochester. Edited by Daniel 
O'Connor. 

35. The Song of Roland. Translated 
iniiti the old Fiench by Mrs. CROSLAND. 
With Introduction by Prof. Brandin. 

36. Dante's Yita Nuova. The 
Italian text, with DANTE G. RosSETTI's 
translation on opposite page. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Prof. H. Oelsner. 

37 1 Chaucer's Prologue and 
Minor Poems. In modem English, 
with Notes and Introduction by Prof. 
W. W. Skeat. 

SS.-tChaucer's Parliament of 
Birds and House of Fame. In 
modern English, with Notes and Intro- 
duction by Prof. W. W. SKEAT. 

99. Mrs. Gaskell's Cranford. With 
Introduction by R. Brimley |oHNSON. 

50.tPearl. An English Poem of the 
Fourteenth Century. Edited, with a 
Modern Rendering and an Introduction, 
bv Professor I. GoLt.ANCZ. 

51. 52. King's Letters. Volumes III. 
and IV. Newly edited from the originals 
by Robert Steele. F.S.A. 

52. Tha English Correspondence 
of Saint Boniface. Translated and 
edited, wi th an 1 ntroductory Sketch of the 
Life of St. Boniface, by E. f. KYLIE, M.A. 

59, 55. The Essays of Elia. Edited, 

with Notes, Introduction, &c„ by 

Thomas Seccombe, M.A. 
5S. The Cavalier to his Lady: 

Seventeenth Century Love Songs. 

Edited by F. Sidgwick. 
57. Asser's Life of King Alfred. 

Edited by L. C. Jane, M.A. 

53. Translations from the Ice- 
landic By Rev. W. C. Green, M.A. 

59. The Rule of St. Benet. Trans- 
la ed by Right Rev. ABBOT GASQVET. 

60. Daniel's ' Delia ' and Drayton's 
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KING'S CLASSICS (The)— continued. 
Earlier Volumes in the Series are — 

1. The Love of Books (The Phtlohihlon). 

2. *3ii Dramas of Cafderon (Fitzgerald's 

Translation). (Double vol.i 

3. Chronicle of Jocelin of Bralcelond. 

4. The Life of Sir Thomas More. 

5. Eilcon Basilike. 

6. Kin&'»' Letters : Alfred to the coming of 

the Tudnrs. 

7. Kings' Letters : From the Tudors to the 

Love Letters of Henry Vjfl. 

8. tOhHiicer's Knight's Tale (Prof. Skkat). 

9. +Cliaucpr'9 Man of Law's Tale (Prof. Skk at). 
in. tChaucer's Prioreps'B Tale (Prof. Skeat). 

11. The Romance of Fulke Fitzwarine. 

12. The Story of Cupid rind ppyche. 

13. Evelyn's Lif* of M;irgaret Godolphim. 

14. JJarly Lives of Dante. 

15. The Falstjiff Letters. 

16. polonium. By Edward FitzGekald. 

17. Mediaeval Lore. 

18. The Vision of Piers the Plowman (Prof. 

Skeat) 
19 The Gull's Hornbook. 

20. *The Nun's Rule, or Ancren Riwle. (Double 

vol.). 

21. The Memoirs of Robert Cary, Earl of Mou- 

mouth. 

22. Early Lives of Charlemagne. 

23. Ckero's 'Friendship,' 'Old Age,' and 

'Scipio's Dream.' 
24 *Words worth's Prelude. (Double vol.) 
2ii. The Defence of Guenevere. 
2ti t 27. Browning's Men and Women. 
28. Poe's Poems. 
•jh. Shakespeare's Sonnets. 

30. George Eliot's Silas Marner. 

31. Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield. 
'&. Charles Reade's Peg Wolfing ton. 

33. The Household of Sir Thomas More. 

31. Sappho: One Hundred Lyrics. By Bliss 

CAftMAX. 

* Numbers 2, 20, and 24 are Double Volumes 
and Double Price. 

t The Chaucer Vols., and also No. 50, may be bad 
in stiff paper covers at 1*. net each. 



KING'S LIBRARY FOLIOS 

(The). 
The Mirrour of Yertue in World- 
ly Greatnes, or The Life of Sir 
Thomas More, Knight. By his 

son-in-law, William Kop£R. ios. td. 
net. (Seven copies of this volume alone 
remain, and are not to be sold apart from 
sets.) 

Eikon Basilike, the Portraicture 
of His Sacred Majestie in his 
Solitudes and Sufferings. 

Edited by Edward Almack, F.S A 
£i is. net. 

Shakespeare's Ovid, being 
Arthur Golding's Translation 
of the Metamorphoses. Edited 
by W. H. D. Rouse, Litt.D. £i us. td. 

net. 

Tha Percy Folio of Old English 
Ballads and Romances. Kdited 
by the General Editor. In four 
volumes at £4 4s. the set. (Volumes I. 
and II. issued; III. at Press; IV. ia 
Preparation.) 
*«* NOTE.— Seven complete sets 0/ the above 

fnlins remtiitt fnv znl*. Price, tier set. 



KING'S LIBRARY QUARTOS 

(Thei. 
The Alchemist. By Ben Jonson. 

Edited by H. C. Hart. 5^. net ; Japan- 
ese vellum, £1 is. net. 
The Gull's Hornbook. By Thomas 

Jjekker. Edited by R. B-. McKerrow. 

5?. net : Japanese vellum, 10s. td. net. 
The Beggar's Opera. By John Gay. 

EJiied by Hamilton MacLeod. 5*. 

net ; Japanese vellum, 10s. td. net. 



KIPLING PRIMER (A). Includ- 

ing Biographical and Critical Chapters, 
an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal 
Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. 
Kkowles. With Two Portraits. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. td. 



KNIGHT (WILLIAM and 

EDWARD). — The Patients Vade 
Mecum : How to (Jet Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, is. td. 



LAMB'S (CHARLES) Complete 

Works in Prose and Verse, including 
* Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.' 
Edited by R. H. SHEPHERD. With 2 
Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on 
Roast Pig.' down 8vo (both Series;, 
cloth, 35. td. 
The Essays of Elia. Fine Paper 
Edition, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 21. net ; 
leather, gilt edges, 34". net. 



LAMBERT (GEORGE). —The 

President of Boravia. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 35. td. 



LANE (EDWARD WILLIAM). 
—The Thousand and One Nights, 

commonly called in England The 
Arabian Nights' Entertain- 
ments. Translated from the Arabic 
and illustrated by many hundred Engrav- 
ings from Designs by Harvey. Edited by 
E. S. Poole. With Preface by Stanley 
La\e-Poole. 3 Vols., 8vo, cl„ 22s. td. 



LEE (HOLME).— Legends from 

Fairyland. With about 250 • Illus- 
trations by Reginald L. snd Horace 
J. KnOWLES, and an Introduction by 
E. H. Freemantle. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, $s. net. 



LEES (DOROTHY N.).— Tuscan 
Feasts and Tuscan Friends. With 
12 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
5s. net. 



LEHMANN (R. C). — Harry 

Fludyer at Cambridge, and Conver- 
sational Hints for Young Shooters. 

Crown 8vo. is. ; c'oth, is. td. 



LEIGH (HENRY S.).— Carols of 

Cockayne. Crown 8vo, buckram, 5s. 



LELAND (C. G.).— A Manual of 
Mending and Repairing. With Dia- 
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LEPELLETIER (EDMOND). ■ 

Madame Sans-Gene. Translated by 
John de Villiers. Post 8vo, cloth 
35. 6d. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; POPULAR 
Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 



LESPINASSE, JULIE DE. By 

the Marquis DE Segur. Authorised 
English Version, with a Portrait. Demy 
8vo, cloth, js. 6d. net. 



LEYS (JOHN K.), Novels by. 

The Lindsays. Post 8vo, illust. bds.,2j. 
A Sore Temptation. Cr. 8vo. cl.. 6s. 



LILBURN (ADAM).— A Tragedy 

in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. 6d. 



LINDSAY (HARRY), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. (id. each. 
Rhoda Ro berts. | The Jacobite. 

Crown Svo, cloth, os. each. 
Judah Pyecroft, Puritan. 
The Story of Loan. 



LINTON (E. LYNN), Works by. 

An Octave of Friends. Crcwn 8vo, 

cloth, 35. 6d. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6<i.«each ; post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Patricia Kemball. | lone. 

The Atonement of Learn Dunfias, 

The World Well Lost. 12 Illusts. 

The One Too Many. 

Under which Lord ? With 12 Il'uits. 

' My iiove.' | Sowing the Wind. 

Paston Carevr. I Duicie Buei'tcn. 

■With a Silken Thread. 

The Reb el o f tho Fam ily. 

Sowing the Wind. Cheap Edition, 

post 8vo, cloth, is. net. 
Patricia Kemball. Popular Edi- 
tion, medium 8vo. 6rf. 



LORIMER (NORMA).— The 

Pagan Woman. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



LUCAS (ALICE). — Talrnudic 
Legends, Hymns, and Paraphrases. 

Post 8vo, half-parchment, 2s. net. 



LUCAS (E. V.), Books by. 
Anne's Terrible Good Nature, and 

other Stories for Children. With 12 
Illustrations by A. H. BUCKLAND, and 
Coloured End -Papers and Cover by 
F. D. Bedford. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.' 

A Book of Yerses for Children. 
With ColouredTitle-page. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 6.?. 

Three Hundred Games and Pas- 
times. By E. V. Lucas and Elizabeth 
Lucas. Pott 4to, cloth, 6s. net. 



LUCY (HENRY W.).— Gideon 

Fleyce. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. ; post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



MACAULAY (LORD).— The His- 
tory of England. Large Type, Fine 
Paper Edition, in <; vols, nott Xvn 



MACCOLL (HUGH).— Mr. 

Stranger's Sealed Packet. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3j. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated 
boards. 25. 



MCCARTHY (JUSTIN), Books by. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. Two 

Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 12s. each. 
A History of the Pour Georges 
and of William the Fourth. 

Four Vofs., demy Svo, cloth, I2j each. 
A History of "Our Own Times 

from the Accession of Queen Victoria to 
the General Election of 1880. LIBRARY 
Edition. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 
12s. each. — Also the Popular Edition, 
in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each, 
—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an 
Appendix of Events to the end of 18S6, 
in 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, "js. 6d. each. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vol. V., from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee 
Demy Svo, cloth, I2j.; crown 8vo, cloth 6s. 

A History of Our Own Times, 
Vols. VI. and VII.. from 1897 to Accession 
of Edward VII. 2 Vols., demy 8vo, cl., 24^. 

A Short History of Our Own 
Times, from the Accession of Queen 
Victoria to the Accession of King 
Edward VII. New Edition, revised 
and enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt 
top, 6s. ; also the POPULAR EDITION, 
post Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ; and the CHEAP 
Edition (to the year 1880 ), med. Svo, 6d. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net per vol. ; 
leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per vol. 
The Reign of Queen Anne, in 1 Vol. 
A History of tha Four Georges 

and of William IY., in 2 vols. 
A History of Our Own Times from 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, pict. 
boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
The Watardala Neighbours. 
My Enemy's Daughter. 
A Fair Saxon. | Iiinley Rochford. 
DeartiadyDisdain. | The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illusts. 
Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
The Comet of a Season. 
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations. 
Camiola. 
Red Dia monds. | The R iddle Ring. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Three Disgrace s. | Mononia, 

'The Right Honourable.' By Justin 
McCarthy and Mrs. Campbell Praed. 
Crown S vo. cloth, 6s. 

Julian Reirelstone. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
6s. [Shortly. 



MCCARTHY (J. HO, Works by. 

The French Revolution. (Consti- 
tuent Assembly, 1789-91.) Four Vols., 
demy 8vo, cloth, 125. each. 

An Outline of the History of 

T*»d*lnWf1 P.rriwn Kvn Tv • rlnth 1 e. (id.. 
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McCarthy <j. n.y-coniimicd. 

Hafiz in liOndon. 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6rf. 
Our Sensation Hovel. Crown 8vo, 

is. ; cloth, is. bd. 
Doom: An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, is. 
Dolly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, is. 
Iiily JJaBS. Crown 8vo, Ij. ; cioth, u. bd. 
A London Legend. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



MACDONALD (Dr. GEORGE), 
Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination 

Ten Vols., i6mo, cloth, gilt, in case, 21s.; 
or separately, Grolier cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
Also a New Issue in i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2s. net per Vol. ; leather, gilt top, 35. 
net per Vol. 
Vol. I. Within and Without— The 

Hidden Life. 
„ II. The Disciple — The Gospel 
Women— Book of Sonnets- 
Organ Songs. 
„ III. Violin Songs— Songs of the 
Days and Nights— A Book 
of Dreams— Roadside Poems 
—Poems for Children. 
„ IV. Parables — Ballads — Scotch 
„ V. & VI. Phantasies. [Songs, 

„ VII. The Portent. 
„ VIII. The Light Princess — The 

Giant's Heart— Shadows. 
„ IX. Cross Purposes— Golden Key 
Carasoyn— LittleDaylight. 
„ X. The Cruel Painter —The Wow 
o'Rivven — The Castle— The 
Broken Swords— The Gray 
Wolf— Uncle Cornelius. 

Poetical Works of George Mao- 
Donald. 2 Vols., cr. 8vo, buckram, 12s. 

Heather and Snow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. bd. ppost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lilith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

The Pocket George MacDonald: 

Passages Chosen by A. H. Hyatt. i6mo, 
cloth gilt, 2s. net ; leather gilt, 3s. net. 



MACDONELL (AGNES).— 

Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 



MACHRAY (ROBERT), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. each. 
A Blow over the Heart. 
The Mystery of Lincoln's Inn. 
The Private Detective. 



Her Honour. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



MACKAY (Dr. CH AS.). —Inter- 
ludes and Undertones. Cr.8vo,c!oth,6s. 



MACKAY (WILLIAM).— A 

Mender of Nets. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



MACKENZIE (W- A.).— The 

Drexel Dream. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



MACLISEPortraitGaHery (The) 

of Illustrious Literary Character'; : 
85 Portraits by Daniel Macxise ; 



MACMICHAEL (J. HOLDEN).— 
The Story of Charing Cross and its 
Neighbourhood. With 3 Illustrations. 
Demy Svo, cloth, -js. 6d. net. 



MAGIC LANTERN, The, and its 

Management. By T. C. HEPWORTH. 
With 10 Musts. Cr. Svo, is. ; cloth, is. bd. 



MAGNA CHARTA : A Facsimile of 

the Original, 3 ft. by 2 ft., with Arms and 
Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5.5. 



MALLOCK (W. H.). Works by. 
'I'ha New Republic. Post Svo, cloth, 
31. bd. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; Large 
Type, Fine Paper Edition, pott 8vo, 
cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges, 
3s. net. 

Poems. Small 410, parchment, Ss. 
Is lAte Worth Living? Crown 8vo, 
buckram, bs. 



MALLORY (Sir THOMAS).— 

Mort d'Arthur, Selections from, edited 
by B. M. Ranking. Post Svo, cloth, 2s. 



MARGUERITTE (PAUL and 
VICTOR), Novels by. 
The Disaster. Translated by F. Lees. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Commune. Translated by F. Lees 

and R. B. Douglas. 
TZanity. Translated by K. S. West. With 

Portrait Frontispiece. 



MARIE DE MEDICIS and the 
Court of France in the XVlIth Cen- 
tury. Translated from the French of 
Louis Batiffol by Mary King. With 
a Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. bd. net. 



MARLOWE'S Works, including 

his Translations. Edited with Notes by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



MARSH (RICHARD).— A 

Spoiler of Men. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



MASSINQER'S Plays. From the 

Text of William Gifford. Ediicd by 
Col. Cunningham. Cr. Svo, cloth, 3.5. bd. 



MASTERMAN (J.).— Half - a- 

dozen Daughters. Post Svo, bds., 2.5. 

MATTHEWS (BRANDER).-A 

Secret of the Sea. Post Svo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. bd. 



MAX O'RELL, Books by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*- 6d. each. 
Ber Royal Highness "Woman. 
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MEADE (L. T.), Novels by. 
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, 3ii 6d. ; post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

The Voice of the Charmer. 

In an Iron Grip. | The Siren. 

Dr. Bumsey's Patient. 

On the Brink of a Chasm. 

The Way of a Woman. 

A Son of Ishmael. 

An Adventuress. | Rosebury. 

The Blue Diamond. 

A Stumble by the Way. 

This Troublesome World. 



MEDICI SERIES (The) of Re- 
productions in Colour from the old 
Masters. For information in regard 
to this important Series, see Illustrated 
Prospectus to be had upon application. 



MEDIEVAL LIBRARY (The 

New). Small crown 8vo, pure rag 
paper, boards, 55. net per vol. ; leather, 
with clasps, Js 64. net per vol. 

1. The Book of the Duke of True 
Lovers. Translated from the Middle 
French of Chkisiine de Pisan. with 
Notes by Alice Kemp-Welch. Wood- 
cut Title and 6 Photogravures. 

2. Of the Tumbler of our Lady, 
and other Miracles. Translated 
from the Middle French of Gautikk de 
COINCI, &c, with Notes and Introduction 
by Alice Kemp-Welch. Woodcut Title 
and 7 Photogravures. 

3. The Chatelaine of Vergi. Trans- 
lated from the Middle Frencn by Alice 
Kemp-Welch, with the original Text, 
and an Introduction by Dr. L. Brandin. 
Woodcut Title and 5 Photogravures. 

4. The Babees' Book. Edited from 
Dr. KUKMVALL's Trxts, with Notes, bv 
F.DITH Kickert. Woodcut Title and 
Photogravures. 

5. The Book of the Divine Con- 
solation of Saint Angela da 

Foligno. Translated from Uie Italian 
bv Maky G. Sieegmanx, with Intro- 
duction by Algar Thoroi.d. Woodcut 
litle and reproductions of Woodcuts. 

6. The "Legend of tile Hcly Fina, 
Virain of Santo Gemlniano. 

Translated from the 14th Century M.-i. 
of Fra Giovanni di Coppo. bv M. 
Mansfield. Woodcut i'itle and 6 Photo- 
gravures. 

7. Early English Romances of 
Love. Edited in Modern Endi-h by 
EniTH RlCKERT. 6 Photogravures. 

8. Early English Romances of 



ME LB A: A Biography. By 

Agnes M. Murphy. With Chapters by 
Madame Melba on The Art of Sing- 
ing and on The Selection OF Music as 
A PROFESSION,Porraits,and Illustrations, 
Demv Svo, cloth, 16*. net. [ Preparing 



MERRICK (MOPE). — When a 

Girl's Engaged. Cr. 8vo. cloth, -js.td. 

MERRICK (LEONARD), Novels 

by. 

The Man who was Good. Crown 
8vo, ci., 3.!. 6d. : post 8vo, illust. bds., 21. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 3.?. bd. each. 
Cynthia. I This Stage of Fools. 



MEYNELL (ALIC E).— The 
Flower of the Mind : a Choice 
among the Best Poems. In iomo, 
coth. gilt, 2s. n t : leather, 35. net. 



MILLER (Mrs. F. FENWICK). 

—Physiology for the Young : The 
House ot Life. Iilusts.Po?t8vo,cl,,2.ctM;. 



MINIATURE OLD MASTERS 

in Colour, at small prices. A Prospectus 
may be had. 



MINTO (WM.).— Was She Good 

or Bred ? Crown Svo. cloth, i.t. 6d. 



MITCHELL (EDM.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 3.5. 6d. each. 
The £.one Star Rush. With & lllusts. 
Only a Nigger. 
The Belf o rta of Culben . 
Crown 8vo, picture cloth, flat backs, 2$. each. 
Plotters of Paris. 
The Temple of Death. 
Towards the Eternal Sneaks. 



M1TF0RD (BERTRAM), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 
Fenshaw Fanning's Quest. 
Triumph of Hilary Blachland. 
Haviland' s Chum. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. 6d. each ; picture cloth, 
flat back, 21. each. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 
The Kin g's Assegai. Wun 6 liiusts. 
The Gun-Runner. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3.5. 6d.; 

Cheap Edition, medium 8vo.. 6d. " 
Harley Greenoak's Charge. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. 



MOLESWORTH (Mrs.).— 

Hathercourt Rectory. Crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3,?. 6d. ; post Svo. iilust. boards. 2*. 



MOLIERE: A Biography, by 

H. C. Chatfield-Taylor. With Intro- 
duction by Prof. T. F. CRANE, and 'o 
Illustrations by Joe. Koyal 8vo, buck- 
ram, 10s. 6d. net. 

AlONCRIEFF (WTDTSCOTTyiT^ 

The Abdication: A Drama. With 7 

Etchings. Imperial 4to. b uckram, 21s, 
MAi>nnt\; twr r> 1 o~s~ 2 
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MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth. $s. bd. each. 
Basils the Jester. 
Ytmng Lochinvar. 
The Golden Idol. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Dead Man's Secret. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. 

Stories Weird and 'Wonderful. 

Post 8vo, illust. boards. 2s. ; cloth, 2,v. hi. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood, 

With 12 Illustrations by Stanley L 
WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. bd. ; picture 
cloth flat back, 2s. 



MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3?. bd. 

each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. With 12 Illustrations. 
Coals of Fire. With 3 Illustrations. 
Val Strange. I A Wasted Crime. 
A Capful o' Nails. I Hearts. 
The Way of the World. 
Mount Despair. | A Model Father. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit or Human Nature. 
First Person Singular. 
Bob Martin's Little Girl. 
Time's Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. | In Direst Peril. 

Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
This Little World. 
A Race for Millions. 
The Church of Humanity. 
Tales in Prose and Verse. 
Despair's Last Journey. 
Y.C.: A Chronicle of Castle Barfield. 



Verona's Father. Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. 
His Own Ghost. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

35. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
Joseph's Coat. Popular Edition, 

medium 8vo, bd. 

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) and 
- HENRY HERMAN, Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2s. each. 
One Traveller Returns. 
The Bishops' Bible. 
Paul Jones's Alias. With Illustrations 

by A. Forestikr and G. Nicolet. 



MURRAY (HENRY), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. each. 
A Game of Bluff. 
A Song of Sixpence. 



NEWBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, pic. cov.. is. 



NISBET (HUME), Books by. 

'Bail Up I' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Popular Edition medium 8vo, bd. 



NORDAU (MAX).— Morganatic : 

A Romance. Translated by Elizabeth 
Lee. Crown 8v n. cloih. <ilt ton fie 

NORRIS (W. E.), Novels o>. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 25. each 
Saint An n's. [ Billy Bellew. 

Miss Wentworth's Idea. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3j. bd. 

ODlDA, Novels by 



cloth, 3j. bd. each ; 
boards, 2s. each. 



Crown 8vo, 
post 8vo, illustrated 



Tricotrin. 

Rufflno. 

Othmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Pascarel. 

Chandos. 

Moths. 

Puck. 

Idalia. 

Bimbi. 

Signa. 

Friendship. 

Guilderoy, 



A Dog of Flanders. 
Cecil Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Held in Bondage. 
Under Two Flags. 
Folle-Farine. 
Two Wooden Shoes. 
A Village Commune. 
In a Winter City. 
Santa Barbara. 
In Maremma. 
Strathmora. 
Pipistrello. 
Two Offenders. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. bd. each. 
A Rainy June. I Th e Massarenea. 

Popular Editions, medium 8vo, bd. eaen. 



Under Two Flags. 

Held in Bondage 

Strathmore. 

The Massarenes. 

Friendship. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. 

Idalia. | Othm ar. 

Syrlin. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



Moths. 

Puck. 

Tricotrin. 

Chandos. 

Ariadne. 



post 



8vo, picture cloth, flat back, 2s. ; illus- 
trated boards, 2.t. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. Large 
Type Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. net ; 
leather, is. bd. net. 

The Waters of Edera. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected 
from the Works of Ouida by F. Sydney 
Morris. Post 8vo. cloth, $s. — Cheap 
Edition, illustrated boards, 2s. 



OHNET (QEORQES), Novels by. 

Doctor Rameau. Post 8vo, illustrated 

boards, 2*. 
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. bd. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Last Love. Post 8vo. illust. bds., 25. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Love's Depths. 
The Money-maker, 
The Woman of Mystery. 
Crown Kvo. cloth, Oj. each. 
The Path of Glory. 
The Conqueress. Translated by F. 

ROTHWF.I.L. 



OLD AQE PENSIONS ACT, The 

CompleteGuidetothe. By Clement 

Edwards, M.P and eknrst Lesser, 



22 



CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, 



OLIPHANT (Mrs.), Novels by. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Primrose Path. 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 

Whiteladies. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 12 

Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, bds., is. 
The Sorceress. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



OSBOURNE (LLOYD), Stories 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Motormaniacs. 
Three Speeds Forward. With 

Illustrations. 



O'SKAUQHNESSY (ARTHUR), 
Poems by. 
Musia& Moonlight. Fcp.8vo. cl.,7.s.6<i. 
Lays of France. Cr. 8yo, cloth, 10s. 6d. 



PAIN (BARRY).— Eliza's Hus- 

band. Fcap., Svo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



PALMER (W. T.), Books by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Frontis., 6s, each. 
Lake Country Rambles. 
In Lakeland Oells and Fells. 



PANDURANQ HARI; or, 

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With Preface 
by Sir Bartle Frere. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. 



PARADISE (The) or Garden of 

the Holy fathers : Histories of the 
Anchorites, Recluses, Coenobites, Monks, 
and Ascetic Fathers of the Deserts of 
Egypt, between about a.d 250 and 400. 
Compiled by Athanasius, PALLADIUS, 
St. Jerome, and others. Translated 
from the Syriac, with an Intro- 
duction, by E. A. Wallis Budge, Litt.D. 
With 2 Frontispieces. 2 vols, large crown 
Svo, buckram, 75s. net. 



PARIS SALON, The Illustrated 

Catalogue of the. With about 300 illus- 
trations. Published annually. DySvo, 3s. 



PAYN (JAMES), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.5. f-.d. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated boards, 2 v. each. 
Lost Sir Haesingberd. 
The Clyffards of Clyifa. 
A County Family. 
Less Black than We're Painted. 
By Proxy. 1 For Cash Only, 

High (Spirits. | Sunny Stories, 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 12 iUusts, 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Holiday Tasks. | At Her Mercy. 
The Talk of the Town. 12 IUusts. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
The Burnt lumiinn 



PAYN {3MKBS)— continued. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Humorous Stories. | From Exile 
The Foster Brothers. * 

Married Beneath Kim. 
Bentinck's Tutor. 
Walter's Word. | Fallen Fortunes. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
A Woman's Vengeance. 
Carlyon's Year. | Cecil's Tryst. 
Murphy's Master. 
Some Private Views. 
Found Dead. | Mirk Abbey, 

A Marine Residence. 
The Canon's Ward. 
Not Wooed, But Won. 
Two Hundred Pounds Howard. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Halves. | What He Cost Her. 
Kit : A Memory. | Under One Roof. 
Glow-Worm Tales. 
A Prince of the Blood. 



A modern Dick Whittlngton. 

Crown Svo, cloth, with Portrait of Author, 

3s. 6d.\ picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 
The Burnt Million. Cheap Edition, 

post Svo. cloth, is. net. 
Notes from the ' News.* Crown 8vo, 

cloth, is. 6d. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Walter's Word. 
By Proxy. 



PAYNE (WILL). — Jerry the 

Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. fid. 



PAUL(MARQARET A.).— Gentle 

and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. 



PENNELL - ELMHIRST (Cap- 
tain E.).— The Best of the Fun. 

With 8 Coloured Illustrations and 48 
others. Medium 8vo, cloth, 6s. net. 



PENNY (F. E.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Sanyasi. I Dilys. 
Caste andCreed. | TheTea-PIanter, 
The Inevitable Law. 
Dark Corners. 



PERRIN (ALICE), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6j. each. 
The Waters of Destruction. 

Sed Records. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 

A Free Solitude. | East of Suez. 



The Stronger Claim. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; POPULAR EDITION, 
medium 8vo, 6d. 



PHELPS (E. S.).~Jack the 

Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. 
Reed. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 
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PHIPSON (Dr. T. L.). -Famous 

Violinists and Fine Violins. Crown 
8vo, cloth. 5s. 



PHOTO-RELIEFS: Plaques re 

producing Delia Robbias, and othei 
subjects. See Special Prospectus. 



PILKINGTON (L. L.).— MaHen- 

der's Mistake. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



PLANCH^ (J. R.).— Songs and 

Poems. Edited by Mrs. Mackarness. 
Crown Svo, clolh, 6s. 



PLAYS OF OUR FORE = 
FATHERS, and some of the Tradi- 
tions upon which they were founded . 
By C. M. Gayley, LL.D. With numerous 
illustrations. Royal 8vo, cloth, 12s. 6d. net. 



PLUTARCH'S Lives of Illus- 
trious Men. With Life of Plutarch 
by J. and W. Langhorne, and Por- 
traits. Two Vols., Svo, half-cloth, 10s. (id. 

POE'S(EDgXr"alLAN) Choice 
Works : Poems, Stories, Essays. 
With an Introduction by Charlks 
Baudelaire. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. td. 



POLLOCK (W. H.).— The Charm, 
and Other Drawing- Room Plays. 

By Sir Walter Besant and Walter 
H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



POTTS (HENRY). — His Final 

Flutter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL)"," 

Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, 2s. ea. 
The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Coun tess Adrian. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. td. each : post 8vo, 

illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 
Christina Chard. 
Mrs. Treg askiss. With 8 Illustrations. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Hulma. I Madame Izan, 
'As a Watch in the Night.' 
The Lost Earl of Elia n. 

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition. 
post Svo, cloth, is. net. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. Crown Svo.cloth, 3s. 6d. each 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps 

for every Night in the Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Musts. 
Familiar Science Studies'. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
She Universe of Suns. 



Saturn and its System. With n 

Steel Plates. Demy Svo, cloth. 6s. 
Wages and Wants of Science 



PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. td.; post Svo, illust. boards, at. 



RAPPOPORT (A. S., M.A.).- 

The Curse of the Romanovs : A Study 
of the Reigns of Tsars Paul I. and 
Alexander I. of Russia, 1 796-1825. Willi 
23 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 16s.net. 



READE'S (CHARLES) Novels. 
Collected Library Edition, in Seventeen 
Volumes, crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d each. 

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

Hard Cash. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface by Sir Walter Besant. 

' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

The Course of True Love Newer 
Did Run Smooth ; and Single- 
heart and Doubleface. 

The Autobiography of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trades ; A Hero and 
a Martyr; The 'Wandering Heir. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 

The Double Marriage. 

Griffith Gaunt. 

Foul Play. 

Put Yourself in His Place. 

A Terrible Temptation. 

A Simpleton. 

A Woman-Hater. 

The Jilt: and Good Stories of Man 
and other Animals. 

A Perilous Secret. 

Readiama; and Bible Characters. 



Also in Twenty-one Volumes, post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg Worangtan. | A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
'It is Never Too Lata to Mand.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

S>id Run Smooth. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of all Trades ; James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
The Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
Hard Cash. | Keadiana. 
Foul Play. I Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Singleheart and Doitbleface. 
Good Stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt; and other Stones. 
A Perilous Secret. 



Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, 
gilt edges, 3s. net each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 
32 Illustrations by M. B. Hewerdine. 
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READE {CtlAltL.ES)— continued. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
' It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
Foul Play. | Hard Cash. 
Peg Wofflngton; and Christie 

Johnstone. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love me Little, Love Me Long. 
A Perilous Secret. 

The 'Wandering Heir. Large Type 
Edition, fcap.Svo, cloth, is. net ; leather, 
is. bd. net. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, is. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With 16 Photogravure and 84 half-tout 
Illustrations by Matt B. Hewerdine. 
Small 4to, cloth, 6s. net. Also in prepara- 
tion, a New Edition, with 20 Illustra- 
tions in 4 Colours and 10 in Black and 
White by Byam Shaw, R.I, Demv 8vo. 
cloth, 10s. bd. net ; Large Paper 
Edition, parchment, 21s. net. 



ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, 

THE: A List of Principal Warriors who 
came from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, 1066. In Gold and Colours, 5s. 



RSCHARDSON (FRANK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Man who Lost his Past. With 

50 Illustration* by Tom Hrowne, R.I. , 
The Bayswater'Miracle. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 61. each. 
The King's Counsel. 
Remi-Society. 
There and Back. 



ROSENGARTEN(A.).— A Hand- 
book of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. Collett-Sandars. With 
630 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 



ROSS (ALBERT).— A Sugar 

Princess. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

ROWS ELL (MARY C.).- 
Monsieur ide Paris. Ciown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. 



RIDDELL (Mrs.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 35. bd. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth 

3s. bd. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2S. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Uninhabited House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
F liry Water. | Idle Tales. 
Her Mother's Darling. 



RIVES (AMELIE), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3$. bd. each. 
Barbara Dering. 
Meriei : A Love Story. 



ROBINSON (F. W.), Novels by. 

Women are Strange. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2s. 
The Hands oS Justice. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3j. bd. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s. 
The Woman in the Dark. Crown 

8vo, cloth. 3s. bd. ; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 



ROLFE (FR.), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, bs. each. 
HaoSrian the Seventh. 



RUSSELL (W. CLARK), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each ; 

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; 

cloth. 2.v. bd. each. 
Round the Galley-Fire. 
In the Middle Watch. 
On the Fo'k'sle Head. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Hammock. 
The Mystery of the ' Ocean Star.' 
The Romance of Jenny Marlowe, 
The Tale of the Ten. 
An Ocean Tragedy. 
Mv Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea, 
The Good Ship ' Mohock.' 
1 he Phantom Death. 
Is He the Man? | Heart of Oak. 
The Convict Ship. 
The Last Entry. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. each. 
A Tale of Two Tunnels. 
The Death Ship. 
The ' Pretty Polly.' With 12 Illustra- 

tions by G. E. Robertson. 
Overdue. | Wrong Side Out. 

The Convict Ship. Popular Edition. 
medium 8vo, bd. 



RUSSELL (HERBERT). -True 

Blue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



RUSSELL (DORA), Novels by. 

A Country Sweetheart, Crown 8vo, 

picture cloth. Hat back, 2s. 
The Drift of Fate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 

3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



RUSSELL (Rev. JOHN) and his 

Out-of-door Life. By E. W. L. 

Davies. With Illustrations coloured by 
hand. Royal 8vo, cloth, 161. net. 



RUNCIMAN (J AS.), Stories by. 
Schools and Scholars. Post «vo, 

cloth, 2?, bd. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 
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RUSSIAN BASTILLE, THE 

(The Fortress of Schluesselburg). By T. 
P. YOUVATSHEV. Translated by A. S. 
Rappoport, M.A., author of ' The Curse 
of the Romanovs.' With numeious Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. net. 



SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. bd. each ; post 
Svo. illustrated boards, is. each. 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note 
by Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

The Junior Dean. 

Orchard Damerel. 

The Master of St. Benedict's. 

In the Face of the "World. 

To His Own Master. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 



Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
The Wooing of May. 
Fortune's Gate. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
Gallantry Bower. 
A Proctor's Wooing. 
Bonnie Maggie Lauder. 
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. 
Mary Unwin. With « Illustrations. 



SAINT JOHN (BAYLE). — A 

Levantine Family. Cr. Svo, cl., 3s. bd. 



SALA (Q. 
Daylight. 



A.).— Gaslight and 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2,s. 



SALMON (A. L.I.— Literary 
Rambles in the West of England. 

Wuh a Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl.. 6s.ne(. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present 

By Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanagh. Prist 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2.v. id. 



SECRET OUT SERIES (The). 

Ctown Svo, cloth, with numerous 
Illustrations, 4s. 6d. each, 

The Secret Out: One Thousand Tricks 
with Drawing-room or White Magic 
By W. H. CREMEIE. With 300 En- 
gravings. 

The Art of Amusing: A Collection of 
Graceful Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzz cs, 
and Charades. By Frank Bellew. 
With 300 Illustrations. 

HanKy-Panky: Very Easy Tricks Very 
Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand. Edited by W. H. Ckemer. With 
200 Illustrations. 

The Magician's Own Book: Per- 
formances with Cups and li-ifs, Eggs. 
Hals. Handkerchiefs, &c. Edited b; 
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 



The Complete Art of Firework- 
Making: or, The Pyrotechnist'.^ 
Treasury. By Thomas Kentish. With 
267 Illustrations. 3.5. bd. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novel 

by. Crown Svo. cloth, 3;. bd. each. 
Under False Pretences. ' 

Dr. Endicott's Experiment. 



The Missing Elizabeth. 

cloth, 6s. 



Crown 8vi 



ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The) 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top, zs. net pe 

Vol. ; leather, gilt edges, 3s. net per Vol. 

By Sir Walter Besant. 

' London. | Westminstei 

Jerusalem. (In collaboration, with Pr. ■ 

E. H. Palmeu.) 
All Sorts and Conditions of Mei 
Sir Richard Whittlngton, 
Gaspare! de Coligny. 

By Robert Buchanan. 
The Shadow of the Sword. 

Ey Hall Caine. 
The Deemster. 

By Wilkie Collins. 
The Woman in White. 
By Daniel Dekoe. 
Robinson Crusoe. With 37 Illu; 
trations by G. Cruikshank. 

By Charles Dickens. 
Speeches. With Portrait. 

By Austin Dobson. 
Eighteenth Century Yignettes 
Three Series, each Illustrated. 
By Thomas Hardy. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Bret Hakte. 
Condensed Novels. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast 
Table, Illustrated by J. G. Thomsoa 
Compiled hv A. H. Hyatt. 
TneCharraof Lonrton: A" \nthologj 
The Charm or Edlnbuigh. 
The Charm of Venice. 

Hv Richard | " fkkries. 
The Life of the Fields. 
The Open Air. 
Nature near London. 

Ey Charles Lamb. 
The Essays of Elia. 

By Lord Macaulav. 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By Justin McCarthy. 
The Reign of Quean Anne, in 1 Vol 
A History of the Four Georgei 

and of William IV., in 2 v. is. 
A History of Our Own Times fron 
Accession of Q. Victoria to 1897, in 3 Vols 
By George MacDonai.d. 
Works of Fancyandlmagina ioi 
in 10 Vols. i6mo. (For List, see p. ly.j 
By W. H. MALLOCK. 
The New Republic. 

By Charles Readk. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. Wit 

32 Illustrations by M. H. Hewkhdise. 
' It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY— continued. 
By Robert Louis Stevenson. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Yirginibus Puerisque. 
Men and Books. 
Wew Arabian Nights. 
Across the Plains. 
Tha Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Seas. 
Collected Poems. 

By H. A. Taij.-e. 
History of English Literature, in 
4 Vols. With 32 Portraits. 

By Mark Twain.— Sketches. 
By Walton and Cotton. 
The Complete Angler. 



SEYMOUR (CYRIL), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. each. 
Tha Magic of To-Morrow. 
Comet Chaos. 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY 
(.The). Part 1. 

THE OLD-SPELLING 

SHAKESPEARE. 
In Forty Volumes, demy Svo, cloth, 
2s. dd. net per vol. ; or Library Edition 
(to be subscribed for only in sets), pare 
rag paper, half-parchment, $s. net per 
vol. To be issued at short intervals. 

The Works of WilliamShakespeare 

with the spelling of the Quarto or the 
Folio as the basis of the Text, and all 
changes marked in heavy type. Edited, 
with brief Introductions and Notes, by F. 
J. FURN1VALL, M.A., D.Litt., and F. W. 
Clarke, M.A. A list of the volumes 
already published may be had. 
Part II. 

THE SHAKESPEARE CLASSICS. 
Small crown Svo, quarter-bound antique 
grey boards, 2s. 6d. net per vol. ; whole 
gold-brown velvet persian, 4s. net 
per vol. ; also 500 special sets on larger 
paper, half parchment, gilt tops (to be 
subscribed for only in sets), 55. net. per 
vol. Each volume with Frontispiece. 

1. Lodge's ' Rasalyrade ' : the 
original of Shakespeare's ' As 
You Like It." Edited by W. W. 
Ureg, M.A. 

2. Greene's ' Pandosto.'or ' Doras- 
tus and Farania': the original 
of Shakespeare's ' Winter's 
Tale.' Edited by P G. THOMAS. 

3. Brooke's Poem of ' Romeus and 
Juliet': the original of Shake- 
speare's 'Romeo and Juliet.' 
Edited by P. A. Daniel. Modernised 
and re-edited by J. J. Munro. 

4. 'The Troublesome Reign of 
King John ': the Play rewritten 
by Shakespeare as 'King John.' 



SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY— cont. 

■" The Shakespeare Classics — continued. 
5,6. 'The History of Hamlet': 
With other Documents illustrative of 
the sources of Shakspeare's Play, and an 
Introductory Study of the LEGEND OF 
Hamlet by Prof. I. Gollancz. 

7. ' The Play of King Lelr and His 
Three Daughters ' : the old play 
on the subject of King Lear, 
Edited by SIDNEY LEE, D.Litt. 

8. 'The Taming of a Shrew': 
Being the old play used by Shakespeare 
in 'The Taming of the Shrew,' Edited 
bv Professor F. S. BOAS, M.A. 

9. The Sources and Analogues of 
' A Midsummer Night's Dream.' 
Edited by FRANK SlDGWICK. 

10. 'The Famous "Victories of 
Henry V.' 

11. ' The Menaechmi': the original 
of Shakespeare's 'Comedy of 
Errors.' Latin text, with the Eliza- 
bethan Translation, Edited by W. H. D. 
Rouse. Litt.D. 

12. 'Promos and Cassandra': 
the source of ' Measure for 
Measure.' Edited by H. C, HART. 

13. ' Apolonius and Silla ' : the 
source of ' Twelfth Night.' Edited by 
Morton Luce. 

14. 'The First Part of the Conten- 
tion betwixt the two famous 
Houses of York and Lancas- 
ter,' and ' The True Tragedy of 
Richard, Cuke of York ' : the 
.originals of the second and third parts of 
' King Henry VI.' Edited by H. C. HART. 

15. The Sources of 'The Tempest.' 

16. The Sources of 'Cymbeline.' 

17. Th 5 ; Sources and Analogues 
of ' The Merchant of Venice.' 
Edited by Professor I. GOLLANCZ. 

18. Romantic Tales : the sources of 
' The Two Gentlemen of Verona,' 'Merry 
Wives,' ' Much Ado about Nothing,' 
' All's Well that Ends Well.' 

10,20 Shakespeare's Plutarch: the 
sources of ' Julius Cdesar,' 'Aniony and 
Cleopatra,' ' Coriolanus,' and 'Timon.' 
Edited by C. F. Tucker B ROOKE, M.A. 
Part HI. 
THE LAMB SH3.KESPEARB 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
With Illustrations and Music. Based on 
Mary and Charles Lamb's Tales from 
Shakespeare, an attempt being made 
by Professor I. Gollancz to insert within 
the setting of prose those scenes and 
passages from the Plays with which the 
young reader should early become ac- 
quainted. The Music arranged by T. 
Maskell Hardy. Imperial i6mo, cloth, 
is. 6d. net per vol. ; leather. 2s. 6d. net per 
vol. ; Special School Edition, linen, &d. 
net per vol. 
I. The Tempest. 
II. As You Like It. 
III. A Midsummer Night's Dream, 
IV. The Merchant of Yenice. 
V. The Winter's Tale. 
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SHAKESPEARE LIBRARY-«k*. 

The Lamb Shakespeare— continued. 
VII. Cymbeline. 
VIII. Borneo and Juliet. 

IX. Macbeth. 
X. Much Ado About Hothing. 

XI. A Life of Shakespeare for the 

Yo ung. 

XII, An Evening with Shake- 
speare : io Dramatic Tableaux for 
Young People, with Music by T. 
Maskell Hardy, and Illustrations. 
Cloth, 2s. net ; leather, 3s. 6d. net ; 
linen, is. 6d. net. 

PaktTv; 
SHAKESPEARE'S ENGLAND. 

A series of volumes illustrative of- the life, 
thought, and letters of England in the time 
of Shakespeare. The firs.t volumes are — 

Robert Laneham'e Letter.describing 
part of the Entertainment given to 
Queen Elteabeth at Kenilworth Castle in 
•575. With Introduction by Dr. FURNI- 
vall, and Illustrations. Dem}' Svo, 
cloth, 5s. net. 

The Rogues and Vagabonds of 
Shakespeare's Youth: reprints of 
Awdeley's ' Fraternitye of Vacabondes,' 
Harman's 'Caveat for CommonCursetors,' 
Parson Haben's or Hyberdyne's ' Sermon 
in Praise of Thieves and Thievery,' &c. 
With many woodcuts. Edited, with In- 
troductien, by Edward Viles and Dr. 
FURNIVALL. "Demy 8vo, cloth, 5s. net. 

Shakespeare's Holinshed : a reprint 
or all the passages in Holinshed's 
'Chronicle' of which use was made in 
Shakespeare's Historical Plays, with 
Notes. Edited by W. G. BOSWELL 
Stone. Royal 8vo, cloth, tos. (id. net. 

The Book of Elizabethan Verse. 
Edited, with Notes, bv William 
Stanley Braithwaite. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Small crown Svo, 
cloth, 6?. net ; vellum gilt, 12s. 6d. net. 

The Shakespeare Allusion Book. 
Keprints of ail references to Shakespeare 
and hisWorks before the close of the 17th 
century, collected by Dr. IN'GLKBY, Miss 
L. Toulmin Smith, 'Dr. Furnivall, and 
J. J. MUNRO. Two vols., roy. 8vo. 

Harrison's Description of Eng- 
land. Part IV. Uniform with Parts 
I. -III. as issued by the New Shakspere 
Societv. Edited by Dr. Furnivall. 
With additions by Mrs. C. C. Stores. 
(250 copies onlv.) 17.5. 6d. net. 

A Study of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
Swinburne. Crown 8vo, cloth, 8s. 

The Age of Shakespeare. By A. C. 
SWINBURNE. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. 
net. 

Shakespeare the Boy: The Home 
and School Life, Games and Sports, 
Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the 
Time. By W. J. Rolfe. With 42 Illus- 
trations. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Shaliespaare's Sweetheart : a 
Romance. By Sakah h. m-ekling. 
With 6 Coloured Illustrations by C. E. 
PECK. Square ijvo, cloth, 6s. 



SHARP (WILLIAM).— Children 

of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 



SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6i. 

Sheridan's Comedies : The Rivals 
and The School for Scandal. 

Edited by Brander Matthews. With 
Illustrations. Demv Svo, buckram. I2f.6rf. 



SHIEL (M. P.), Novels by. 

The Purple Cloud. Cr. 8vo,cloth, 3s.6d. 
Unto the Third Generation. Cr.8vo, 
cloth, 6s. 



SIGNBOARDS: Their History, in- 
cluding Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and J. 
C. Hotten. With 95 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo. cloth, 3t. 6d. 



SIMS (GEORGE R.), Books by. 
For Life— and After. C r. Svo, cl., bs. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth 
limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Sing o' Bells. 
Tinkletop's Crime. | JEeph. 
Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations. 
My Two "Wives. | Tales of To-day. 
Memoirs of a landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
The Ten Commandments. 

Crown Svo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth, 
15. 6d. each. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader. 
The Case of George Candlemas. 
Dagonet Bitties. j Life We Live. 
Young Mrs. Caudle. 
Li Ting of London. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
picture boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. id. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Dagonet Abroad. 
Rogues and Vaga bonds. 

Crown 8vo, cloth , 3s. bd. each. 
Once upon a Christinas Time. 
With 8 Illustrations by Chas. Green, R.I. 
In London's Heart. 
A Blind Marriage. 
■Without the Limelight. 
The Small-part Lady. 
Biographs of Babylon, 
His Wife's Revenge. 
Tise Mystery of Mary JSnna. 
Picture cloth, Hat back, 2s. each. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
In Londo n's Heart. 
Popular Editions, medium Svo, 6d. each. 
Mary Jane's Memoirs. 
Rogues a nd Vagabond s. 
How the Poor Live; and Horrible 

London. Crown 8vo, leatherette, is. 
Dagonet Dra mas. Crow n 8vo, is. 

Crown Svo, cloth 6s, each. 
For Life— and After. 
Joyce Pleasantry. With a Frontis- 
piece by Hugh Thomson, 
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SHELL EY'S Complete WORKS 

in Verseand Prose. Edited by R. 

Herne Shepherd. Five Vols., crown 

8i r o, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : 

Vol. I. Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wandering 
Jew; Queen Mab ; Alastor ; Rosalind auci 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais 

Vol. II. Laon and Cythna : The Cenci ; 
Julian and Maddalo ; Swellt'oot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas. 

Vol. III. Posthumous Poems ; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose "Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deism ; 
Lettersto Leigh Hunt ; Minor Writings. 

Vol. II. Essays; Letters from Abroad; 
Translations and Fragments : a Biography 



SHERARD (R. H.).— Rogues. 

Crown 8ro, cloth, i.e. 6d. 



SHERWOOD (MARGARET).— 

DAPHNE: a Pastoral. With Coloured 
Frnntisp cce. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3.S. 6d 



SISTER DORA. By M. Lonsdale. 

Demv Rvo. 4,/. : cloth. 6d. 



SLANG DICTIONARY (The): His 

torical and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo. cl„ 6s. 6.1 



SMEDLEY (CONSTANCE) . — 
The June Princess. Crown 8vo, 

c'o'h fi.t. {Shortly. 



SMITH (J. MOYR), Books by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 

Illustrations. Post 8vo. c4oth, 35. fid. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch. 

With Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SOCIETY IN LONDON. Crown 

8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



SOMERSET (Lord HENRY).- 

Songs of Adieu. 4to, Jap. vellum, 6j 

SOWER BY (M. and - GO, 
Children's Books by. 

Bumteletoes : their Adventures wit'p 
Belinda and the Buttonsboy, pictured 
in 11 Coloured Scenes and 18 other 
Illustrations by Millicent Sowerby. 
With Verses by GITHA SOWERBY. Small 
crown 8vo, decorated boards, is. 6d. net. 

Childhood: Twelve Days from our Youth. 
Pictured in Colours by Millicent 
Sowerby and written in Verse by Githa 
Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth, 3s. 6d. net 

Yesterday's Children. With 12 
Illustrations in Colour and m _ ny in Line 
by Millicent Sowerby ; and Verses 
by Githa Sowerby. Crown 4to, cloth, 
3.?. 6d. net 



SPENSER for Children. ByM.H. 

Towry. With Coloured Illustrations by 
W. J. Moroan. Crown 4to. cloth. 3.?. 6,1 



SPETTIGUE (H. H.). - The 

Heritage of Eve. Cr. 8vo, cloth. 6s. 



SPEIGHT (E. E.).— 1 he Galleon 

of Torbay. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



SPEIGHT (T. W.), Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke; 
By Devious Ways. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mys- 
tery. I The Golden Koop. 
Back to Life. | Quittance in Full. 
The I.oudwater Tragedy. 
Burgo's Romance. 
& Husba nd from the Sea. 
Crown 8vo, cloth. 35. 6d. each. 
Her Ladyship. I The Grey Monk: 
The Master of Trenance. 
The Secret of Wyvern Towers, 
Boom of Siva. | As it was Written 
The Web of Fate. 
Experien ces of Mr. Ve rsohoyle. 

Stepping Blindfold: Cr.8vo, cloth, 6s. 
■Wife or No 'Wife. Post 8vo, cloth, is. fit/. 



SP1ELMANN (MRS. M. H.).— 

Margery Redford and her Friends. 

With numerous Illustrations by GORDON 
Browne. Large crown 8vo, c'oth, 51. net. 

SPRIOGE (S. SQUIRE). —An 

Industrious Chevalier. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



STAFFORD (JOHN), Novels by. 

Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. 
Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



STANLEY (WINIFRED). — A 

Flash of the Will. Cr. 8vo. cloth. 6s. 



STARRY HEAVENS Poetical 

Birthday Book. Putt 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 



STEDMAN (E. C.).— Victorian 

Poets. Crown 8vn, cloth, Qs. 



STEPHENS (RICC ARDO).— The 

Cruciform Mark. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. bd. 



STEPHENS (R. NEILSON).— 

Philip W inwood . Cr . 8 vo. cl., 3a. 6d. 

STEPNIAK (S.).— At the Dawn 

of a New Reign : a Study of Modern 
Russia. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. 



STERNDALE (R. ARMITAGE). 

—The Afghan Knife. Post 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. : illustrated boards, is. 



STERNE (LAURENCE).— 

A Sentimental Journey. With 89 
IUusiraiions by T H. ROBINSON, and 
a Photogravure Portrait. Crown 8vo, 
cloth gilt, 3s, 6d. 



STEVENSON (BURTON E.).— 

Affairs of State. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. 



STOCKTON (FRANK R.).-The 

Young Master of Hyson Hall. With 
36 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat bac k, 2s. 



STODDARD (C. W.), Books by. 

Post 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. net each. 
South-Sea Idyls: Summer Cruising. 
The Island of Tranquil Delights, 
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STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), 

Works bf . Cr. 8vo, buckram, 6s. each. 

Travels with a Donkey. With a 
Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

An Inland Voyage. With a Frontis- 
piece by Walter crane. 

Familiar Studies of Men & Books. 

The Silverado Squatters. 

The Merry Men. 

Underwoods : Poems. 

Memories and Portraits. 

Yirginibus Pueriaque. 

Ballads. I Prince Otto. 

Across the Plains. 

Y/eir of Hermiston. 

In the South Seas. 

Essays of Travel. 

Tales and Fantasies. 

Essays in the Art of 'Writing. 

ii Lowdsn Sabbath Morn. Illus- 
trated by A. S. Boyd. 

Songs Of Travel. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 5s. 
New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo. 

buckram, 6's. ; poet Svo, iliust. boards, 2s. 

Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. 

Barge crown 8vo, cloth, Js. 6d. net each ; 

parchment, ioj. 6d. net each ; LARGE PAPER 

El ITION, parchment. 215. net each. 

An Inland Voyage. With 12 Illus 

Iraiions in Colour, 1 2 in Black and White 

and other Decorations, bv NOEL ROOKc. 

Travels with a Donkey in the 

Cevsimes. With 12 Illustrations in 

Colour, 12 in Black and White, and 

other Decorations, by Noel RuOKK. 



A Child's Garden of Verses. With 
J2 Illustrations in Colour and numerous 
Black and White Drawings by MiLLI- 
CENT SoWERBY. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 
55. net ; Large Paper Edition, parch- 
ment, 10s. 6d. net. 



Pos4 8vo hall-cloth, is. net each ; leather, 

2s. net each. 
Prayers Written at Vailima. 
A Christmas Sermon. 



The Suicide Club; andTheHajah's 
Diamond. (From New Arabian 
NiGHiS.) With 8 Illustrations by W. J. 
Hexnessy. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

The Stevenson Reader. Edited bv 
Lloyd Osbourne. Post Svo, cloth, 
2s. (id. ; buckram, gilt top. 3s. i>d. 

The Pocket R.L.S.: Favourite Pas- 
sages. i6mo. cl., 2s. net ; leather, 3s. net. 

Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 
Pott 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; 
leather, filt edges, 3s. net each. 
An Inland Voyage. 
Travels with a Donkey. 
Virginibus Puerisque. 
Familiar Studies of Men fit Books. 
New Arabian Nights. 
Memories and Portraits. 
Across the Plains. 
The Merry Men. 
Prince Otto. 
In the South Sean. 
Collected Poems of 'R. Jx S. 



STEVENSON (R. LOUIS)— continued. 

R. Li. Stevenson : A Study. By H. B, 
Baildon. With 2 Portraits. Crown 
870, buckram, 6s. 

Recollections of R. It. Stevenson 
in the Pacific. By Arthur John- 
stone. With Portrait and Facsimile 
Letter. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. net. 



STRAUS (RALPH), Novels by. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Man Apart. 
The Little God's Drum. 



STRUTT (JOSEPH). —The 
Sports and Pastimes ol the People 
of England. With 140 Illustrations. 
Crown «vo. cloth, 35. 6d. 



STUART (H. LONGAN.)— 

Weeping Cross. Crown Svo. cloth, 6s. 



SULTAN (THE) AND HIS SUB- 
JECTS. By Richard Davey. With 
Portrait. Demy 8vo, cloth, 7.1. 6d net. 



SUNDOWNER, Stories by. 
Told by the Taffrail. Cr. 8vo, is. 6d. 
The Tale of the Serpent. Crown 
8vo. cloth, tiat back. 2s. 

SURTEES (ROBERT). — 
iiandley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's 
Hunt. With 79 Illusts. by John Leech. 
Post Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, 2s. 

SUTRO (ALFRED). — The 

Fooli sh Yirgingj Pep. 8vo is : cl.. is. bd. 

SWEET (ALEX. E.) and J. 

ARMOY KNOX.— On a Mexican 
Mustang: Through Texas, from the 
Gulf to the Rio Grande. With 265 Illus- 
trations. Demy 8vo. cloth. 3.9. 6d. 



SWIFT'S (Dean) Choice Works, 

in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Por- 
trait, and Facsimiles. Cr. Svo. cl., 3.?. bd. 
Jonathan Swift : A Study. By J. 
Churton Collins. Cr. Svp, cl., 3s. 6d. 



SWINBURNE'S (ALGERNON 

CHARLES) Works. 
Mr. Swinburne's Collected Poem s. 

In 6 Vols., crown Svo, 36.?. net the set. 

Mr. Swinburne's Collected Tra- 
gedies. InsVolR.,cr.«vo, 30s neither-'. 

Selections from Mr. Swinburne's 
Works. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

The Queen-Mother; and Rosa- 
mond. Crown 8vo, ys. 6d. net. 

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo,6j. 

Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 7.1. 

Poems and Ballads. First Series. 
Crown 8vo, qs. 

Poems and Ballads. Second Series. 
Crown Svo cjs. 

Poems and Ballads. Third Series. 
Cro#n 8vo. 7.!. 

Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, 
ioj. 6d. 

Both well: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, I2s.6d. 

Songs of Two Nations. Crown Svo, 6s. 

George Chapman. (In Vol. II. of G. 
Chapman s Works.) Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Essaya and Studies. Crown 8vo, 121, 
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SWINBURNE (A. C.)— continued. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s. 
A ^ ota on Charlotte Bronte. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 

8vo, 8s. 

Songs of the Springtides. Crown 
8vo. 6s. 

Studies in Song. Grown 8vo, ^s. 

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s. 

Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown Svo, as. 

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8s. 

& Midsummer Holiday. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 

Marino 3?aliero: A Tragedy. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr Svo, 6.s. 

Miscellanies, down 8vo, us. 

Locrine : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Study of Ben Jonson. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 

The Sisters : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Astrophel, &C. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Studies in Prosa and Poetry. 
Crown 8vo, os. 

The Tale of ESalen. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

Rosamund, Queen of the Lom- 
bards : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Channel Passage. Crown Svo, 7s. 

Love's Cross -Currents: A Year's 
Letters. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 

William Blaise. Crown Svo, 6s. net. 

The Duke or Ganclia. Crown Svo, 5$. 

The Age of Shakespeare. Crown 

8VO, 6s. nr:t. 



SWSNNERTON (FRANK A.).— 

The Merry Heart. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
6s. [Shortly. 



SYR'ETT (NETTA).— Anne Page. 



Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. 



TAINE'S History of English 

Literature. Trans. byHEXRY Van Laun. 
Four Vols., demy Svo, cl., 30s. — POPULAR 
Edition, Two Vols., crown Svo, cl., 15;. ; 
Fine Paper Edition, in Four Vols., with 
32Porlraits, pottSvo, cloth, s;ilt ton, 2s.net 
per vol. : leather, gilt edges, ^s. net per vol. 



TALES FOR THE HOMES. 

By Twenty-Six Well-knowx Authors. 
Edited by Rev. J. JIarchaxt. Published 
for the benefit of the Barnardo Me- 
morial Fund. With 3 Portraits. Crown 
Svo, cloth. 5s. net 



TAYLOR (TOM).— Historical 

Dramas. Crown Svo, is. each. 
'Jeanne Darc.' 
' twixt Axe and Crown.' 
'The Fool's Revenge.' 
1 Arkwright's Wife.' 
' Anne Boleyn.' 
'Plot and Passion.' 



TEMPLE (SIR RICHARD).— A 

Bird's-eye View of Picturesque 
India. With 32 musts. Cr. 8vo. cl., 6s. 



THACKERAYANA : Notes and 

Anecdotes. With numerous Sketches by 
Thackkray. Crown Svo. cloth, 3s. bd. 
Thackeray (The Pocket;. Arranged 
by A. 11. Hyatt. In i6mo, cloth, gilt 
top, 2j. net , leather, j<ilt top, 3s, net. 



THOMAS (ANNIE), Novels by. 
The Siren's Web. Cr.£vo, cl„ 31. bd. 
Comrades True. Crown 8vo, cloth, fis. 



THOMAS (BERTHA), Novels by. 
In a Cath edral City. Cr . 8vo, cl., 3s. bd. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The House 011 the Scar. 
The Son of the House. 



rHOMSON'SSEASONS.andThe 

Castie of Indolence. With Steel 
Plates, and 4S other Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 



THOREAU : His Life and Aims. 

By A. H. Page. With a Portrait. Post 
Svo, buckram, 3s. 6d. 



THORNBURY (WALTER).— 
Tales for the Marines. Post Svo, 
illustrated boards, as. 



TIMES (JOHN), Works by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
Clubs and Ciufo Life in London. 

With 41 Illustrations. 
English Eccentrics and Eccen- 
trlcities. Wi th 48 Illustrations . 

TOTAPKfNS - (HERBERT W.).— 
Marsh-Country Rambles. With a 
Frontispiece. Crowp Svo. cloth, 6s. 



TREETON (ERNEST A.).— The 

Instigator. Crown Svo, cloth, 6s, 



TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each; post 
Svo, illustrated boards; 2s. each. 

The Way We Live Kow. 

Frau FrohmanB. | Marion Fay. 

The Land -Leaguai'K. 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Kept in the Dark. 

The American Senator. 

The Golden Lio n of C ranpere. 

Mr. Scarborough's Family. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6(2. 



TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), 

Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 

each : post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Lilie Ships upon the Sea. 
Mabel's Progress. [ Am-.e Furness. 



TROLLOPE (T. A.).— Diamond 

Cut Diamond* Post ( 8vo, iilus, bds., 2,v. 



TURENNE (RAYMOND).— The 

Last of the Mammoths, Crown Svo, 
cloth, 3s. bd. 



TWAIN'S (MARK) Books. 

UNIFORM LIP.RARY EDITION. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
Mark Twain's Library of Humour. 

With 107 Illustrations by E. W. Kkmblk. 
Houghing It : inut The Innocents 

at Home. With 200 Illustrations by 

F. A. Fraser. 
The American Claimant. With 81 

Illustrations by Hal I-Iukst and others. 
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait 
and Six Illustrations bv Louis Loeb, 



Ill ST, MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 
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TWAIN (MARK)— continued. 

* The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. 

With ill Illustrations. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 

Illustrations by Dan Bkard. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, With Port. 

* A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illusts. 
*The Innocents Abroad: or, New 

Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illu=ts. 
*The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain 
and C. D. Warner. With 212 Iilusts. 
lie Prince and the Pauper. 
With 190 Illustrations. 

* Life on the Mississippi. 300 Musts. 
*The Adventures of Huckleberry 

Finn. 174 Musts, bv E. W. Kemble. 
•A Yankee at the Court of King 

Arthur. 220 Musts, by Dan Beard. 
« The Stolen White Elephant. 
*The £1,000,000 Bamk-Efate. 
A Double - barrelled Detective 

Story; With 7 Illustrations. 
Personal Recollections of Joan of 

Arc. With 12 Musts, by F. V. Du Mond. 
Mere Tramps Abroad. 
The Man that Corrupted Hadley- 

burg. With Frontispiece. 
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. 

With Life, Portrait, and Illustrations. 
* 4 * The Books marked a may be had also in 

post 8vo, picture cloth, at 2s. each. 
Popular Editions, medium 8vo, 6d. each. 
Tom Sawyer. | A Tiamp Abroad. 
The Prin ce and the P auper. 
Mark Twain's Sketches. Pott 8vo, 

cloth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, gilt edges 

3s. net; picture boards. 2s. 



TWELLS (JULIA H.).— Et tu, 

Sejane ! Crown 8vo. cloth. 6t. 



TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).— 

Mistress Judith. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
35. 6d.: post Svo, illustrated boards, a.v. 

TYTLER (SARAH), Novels!^. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each ; post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Buried Diamonds. 

The Blackhall Ghosts. 

■What Sh e Came Throu gh. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Saint Mungo'3 City. | Lady Bell. 

The Huguenot Family. 

Disappeared. f Noblesse Oblige. 

Beauty a nd the Beast . 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Tho Macdonald IJass. 

The Witch- Wife. 

Kachel Liangton. I SappMra 

Mrs. Carmichael'a Goddesses. 

A Honeymoon's Bclipae. 

A Young Dragon. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 6s. each. 

Three Men of Mark; 

In Clarissa's Day. 

Sir David's Visitors. 

The Poet and His Guardian Angel. 

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Crown Svo, 
picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

The Bride's Pass. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 23. 
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UPWARD (ALLEN), Novels by. 
The Queen against Owen. Crown 
Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; picture cloth, flat back, 
2s. ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

The Phantom Torpedo-Boats. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s'. 



VANDAM (ALBERT D.).— A 

Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations 
by J. B. Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.T. 6d. 



VASHTI and ESTHER. By 

' Belle ' of The World. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 



VENICE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
Century. By Philippe Monnier. 
Translated from the French, with a 
Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cl., ys. 6d. net. 



VIZETELLY (ERNEST A.), 

Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Scorpion. „ 

The liover's Progress. 

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

The Wild Marquis: Life and Adven- 
tures of Armand Guerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



WALLACE (LEW.;.— Ben-Hur: 

A TaKe of the Christ. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, is. dd. 



CIOIU. j,S. Ufl. 

WALLER (S. E.).— Sebastiani's 

Secret. With 9 Illusts. Cr. Svo, cl., 6s. 

WALTON and COTTON'S 

Complete Angler. Pott Svo, cloth, 
Eilt, 2.5. net : leather, gilt edges, 3s. net. 



WALT WHITAIAN, Poems by. 

Edited, with introduction, by W. M. Ros- 
SETTI. With Port. Cr. 8vo, buckram, 65. 



WARDEN (FLORENCE), by. 

Joaa, the Curate. Crown Svo, cloth, 
3i. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each. 
The Heart of a Girl. With 8 Musts. 
What Ofight She to Do? 
Tom Dawson. 

The Youngest Miss Brown. 
The Old House at the Corner. 
My ikady of ¥<fhi:ms. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Fight to a Finissi; 
The Old House at the Corner. 
tove and Uordship. 



WARAIAN (CY).— The Express 

Messenger. Crown 8vo, cloth„.3.!. 6d. 

WASSERMANN (LILLIAS).— 

The Daffodils. Crown Svo, cloth, is. 6d. 



WESTALL (WILL.), NoveIs~byT 

Trust-Money. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; 
post Svo, illustrated boards, 21. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 61. each. 
Dr. Wynne's Revenge. 
Tho Sacred Crescents. 
&. Yery Queer Business. 
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WESTALL (WILLIAM)— continued. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. bd. each. 
A Woman Tempted Him. 
Fop Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
Two Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Red Eagle. 
A Red Bridal. | Nigel Fortescue 
Ben Clough. | Birch Dene. 
The Old Factory. 
Sons of Belial. | Strange Crimes. 
Her Ladyship's Secret. 
The Phantom City. 
Ralph Worbreck's Trust. 
A Queer Race. I Red Ryvlngton, 
Roy of Roy's Court. 
As Luck would have it. 
As a Man Sows. 

The Old Bank. 

"With the Red Eagle: Popular 
EDITION ruedium 8vo, nd. 



WARRANT to Execute Charles I. 

A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures anti 
Seals. 2s. 
Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen Elizabetn':- 
Signature and the Grear Seal. 2s. 



WEBBER (BYRON).— Sport and 

Spangles. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 



WERNER (A.). — Chapenga's 

White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. 



WE ST BURY (ATHA). — The 

.Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. Crown 
8vo, cloth, is. bd. 



WHEELWRIGHT (E. Q.).— A 

Slow Awakening. Crown 8vo cloth, fi.t. 



WHISHAW (FRED.), Novels 

by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 
A Forbidden Name. 
Many W ays of Love. With 8 Illusts. 

Crown Svo, cloth, bs. each. 
Mazeppa. 

Near the Tsar, near Death. 
A Splendid Impostor. 



WILDE (LADY).— The Ancient 
Leg-ends, Charms, and Superstitions 
of Ireland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. bd. 



WILLIAMS (W. MATTIEU), by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 

Svo. cloth, 7s. bd. 

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 

Svo. cloth, 6s. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. bd. 



WILLIAMSON (Mrs. F. H.).— A 

Child Widow. Post 8vo, illust.bds., 2s. 



WILLS (C. J.), Novels by. 
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, 

ciotli, 3s. ui 
His Dead Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 



WILSON (Dr. ANDREW), by. 

Chapters on Evolution. With 259 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth. 6s. 

Common Accidents, and how to 
Treat Them. Cr. 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 



WINTER (JOHN STRANGE), 
by. 
Regimental Legends. Post 8vo, 

Illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Cavalry Life; and Regimental 
Legends. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
picture cloth, flat back. 2s. 



WOOD (H. F.), Detective Stories 

by. Post 8vo illustrated boards 2s. each. 
Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 



WOOLLEY(CELIA PARKER).— 

Rachel Armstrong. Post 8vo, 2s. bd. 



WRAGGE (CLEMENT L.).— 

The Romance of the South Seas. 

With 84 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
7s. bd. net. 



WRIGHT (THOMAS), by. 
Caricature History of the Georges; 

or. Annals of the House of Hanover. 
With Frontispiece and over 300 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
History of Caricature and of the 
Grotesque in Art, Literature, 
Sculpture, and Painting. Illus- 
trated by F. W. Fairholt. Crown Svo, 
cloth, 7s. bd. 



ZANGWILL (LOUIS).— A Nine- 

teenth Century Miracle. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 3s. 6d. ; picture cloth, flat back, 2s. 



ZOLA (EMILE), Novels by. 

Uniform Edition. Translated or Edited, 
with Introductions, by Ernest A. Vize- 
TELLY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. each. 

His Masterpiece. I The Joy of Life. 

Germinal. 

The Honour of the Army. 

Abbe Mouret's Transgression. 

The Fortune of the Rougons. 

The Conquest of Plassans. 

The Dram- Shop. 

The Fat and the Thin. | Money. 



His Excellency. 

The Downfall. 

Lourdes. 

Rome. 

Paris. 



The Dream. 
Doctor Pascal. 
Fruittulness. 
Work. 
Truth. 



Populivr Editions, medium 8vo, bd. each. 
The Fortune of the Rougons. 



Lourdes I Rome. 
Paris. I Money. 
The Joy of Life. 



The Downfall, 
The Dram- 
shop. 



Unwin Brothers, Ltd., Printers, 27, Pilgrim Street, Ludgate Hill, London, E.C, 



Books by R. L. Stevenson 

Crown 8vo., buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 



TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY 

With a Frontispiece by Walter 
Crane. 

AN INLAND VOYAGE. With 

a Frontispiece by Walter Crane. 

FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN 

AND BOOKS. 

THE SILVERADO SQUAT- 
TERS. 

THE MERRY MEN. 
UNDERWOODS: Poems. 



MEMORIES AND POR- 
TRAITS. 
VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE. 
BALLADS. 
PRINCE OTTO. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS. 
WEIR OF HERMISTON. 
IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 
ESSAYS OF TRAVEL. 
TALES AND FANTASIES. 
THE ART OF WRITING. 



*** Also Large Type Editions of TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY and 

of AN INLAND VOYAGE, each with 12 Illustrations in Colours and 12 in Black 
and White. Large crown 8vo., cloth, 7s. 6d. net each ; parchment, 10s. 6d. net each. 



SONGS OF TRAVEL. Crown 8vo., buckram, gilt top, 5s. 

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Crown 8vo., buckram, 6s. ; post 8vo., 

illustrated boards, 2s. ; Popular Edition, medium 8vo., 6d. 

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND. (From 

" New Arabian Nighls.") With 8 Illustrations by W. J. Hennessy. Crown 8vo., 
cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Half-cloth, is. net each ; leather, 2s. net each. 

PRAYERS WRITTEN AT VAILIMA. With an Introduction by Mrs. 

Stevenson. 

A CHRISTMAS SERMON. 



THE STEVENSON READER. Edited by Lloyd Osbourne. Post 

8vo. , cloth, 2s. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, 3s. 6d. 

THE POCKET R.L.S. : Favourite Passages. i6mo., cloth, 2s. net; 

leather, gilt, 3s. net 



Large Type, Fine Paper Editions. 

Pott 8vo., cloth, gilt top, 2s. net each ; leather, gilt edges. 3s. net each. 

AN INLAND VOYAGE. 

TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. 

VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE. 

FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN 
AND BOOKS. 

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. 



MEMORIES AND POR- 
TRAITS. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS. 
THE MERRY MEN. 
PRINCE OTTO. 
IN THE SOUTH SEAS. 
POEMS BY R. L. STEVENSON. 



London: CHATTO & WINDUS, m St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 



Mr. Swinburne's Works. 

MR. SWINBURNE'S COLLECTED POETICAL WORKS. In 6 
volumes, crown 8vo. , buckram, 36s. net the set. (Sold only in sets.) 

MR. SWINBURNE'S COLLECTED TRAGEDIES. In 5 volumes, 
crown 8vo., buckram, 363. net the set. (Sold only in sets.) 

SELECTIONS FROM MR. SWINBURNE'S POETRY. Fcap. 8vo., 6s. 

THE QUEEN MOTHER; and ROSAMOND. Crown 8vo., 7s. Gd. net. 

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

CHASTELARD. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. First Series. Crown 8vo., 9s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. Second Series. Crown 8vo., 9s. 

POEMS AND BALLADS. Third Series. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE. Crown 8vo., 10s. 6d. 

BOTHWELL. Crown 8vo., 12s. £d. 

SONGS OF TWO NATIONS. Crown Svo., 6s. 

ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo., 12s. 

ERECHTHEUS. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

A NOTE ON CHARLOTTE BRONTE. Crown 8vo., 63. 

SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown 8vo., 6i. 

STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

MARY STUART. Crown 8vo., 8s. 

TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE, and other Poems. Crown 8vo., 9s. 

A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Small 4 to., 8s. 

A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY, and other Poems. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

MARINO FALIERO : A Tragedy. Crown Svo., 6s. 

A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown Svo., 6s. 

MISCELLANIES. Crown 8vo., 12s. 

LOCRINE. Crown Svo., 6s. 

A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown Svo., 7s. 

THE SISTERS : A Tragedy. Crown Svo., 6s. 

ASTROPHEL, and other Poems. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

STUDIES IN PROSE AND POETRY. Crown 8vo., 9s. 

THE TALE OF BALEN. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

ROSAMUND, QUEEN OF THE LOMBARDS. Crown 8vo., 6s. 

A CHANNEL PASSAGE, and other Poems. Crown 8vo., 7s. 

LOVE'S CROSS-CURRENTS : A Year's Letters. Crown Svo., 6s. net. 

WILLIAM BLAKE. Crown 8vo., 6s. net. 

THE DUKE OF GANDIA. Crown 8vo., 5s. 

A STUDY OF SHAKESPEARE. Crown 8vo., 8s. 

THE AGE OF SHAKESPEARE. Crown 8vo., 6s. net. 



GEORGE CHAPMAN. (In Vol. II. of Chapman's Works.) Crown 
8vo., 3s. 6d. 

London : CHATTO & WINDUS, m St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 



Mark Twain's Works. 

Uniform Library Edition. Crown Svo., cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

ROUGHING IT, and THE INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 

Illustrations by F. A. Fraser. 
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With Si Illustrations by Hal 

Hurst, etc. 

*THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With in Illustrations. 
TOM SAWYER ABROAD. With 26 Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
TOM SAWYER, DETECTIVE, etc. With Photogravure Portrait. 
*A TRAMP ABROAD. With 314 Illustrations. 
MORE TRAMPS ABROAD. 
*THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress. 
With 234 Illustrations. (The 2s. Edition is entitled MARK 
TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRIP.) 
*THE GILDED AGE. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner. With 

212 Illustrations. 
*THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 190 Illustrations. 
*LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Iltustrations. 
♦ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illustrations 

by E. W. Ke.mble. 
*A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR. With 22 
Illustrations by Dan Beard. 
PUDD'NHEAD WILSON. With Portrait and 6 Illustrations by 
Louis Loeb. 
*THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT. 
*THE £1,000,000 BANK-NOTE. 

A DOUBLE-BARRELLED DETECTIVE STORV. With 7 Illus- 
trations by Lucius Hitchcock. 
PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF JOAN OF ARC. With 12 

Illustrations by F. V. Du Mond. 
THE MAN THAT CORRUPTED HADLEYBURG, etc. With a 

Frontispiece. 
THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. I'evised and 
Corrected by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous 
Illustrations. 
MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations 
by E. W. Kemble. 

*** Marked * may also be had in post 8vo. , picture cloth, 2s. each. 



Popular Editions, medium Svo. , 6d. each. 

A TRAMP ABROAD. | TOM SAWYER. 
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. 



MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES. Large Type, Fine Paper Edi- 
tion, pott Svo., cloth, gilt top, 2s. net; leather, gilt edges, 3s. 
net. — Also the Popular Edition, post 8vo., picture cloth, 2s. 

London: CHATTO & WINDUS, in St. Martin's Lane, W.C. 



